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ACT I. 8 CE NMEA 
Enter Uncle and Merchant. 


MERCHANT, 


E N faw you Valentine? 
bc. Not ſince the Horſe-race, he's taken 
op with thoſe that woo the Widow, 
ms Mer, How can he live by ſnatches from 
: te ſuch People? he bore a worthy Mind. 


— 3 


Unc. Alas, he's ſunk, his Means are gone, 
he wants, and which is worſe; 
Takes a delight in deibg fo. 
Mer. That's ſtrange. 
Unc, Runs Lunatick, if you but talk of States, a) cat» 
rot be brought, now he has ſpent his own, to think 


there's Inheritance or Means, but all a common. Riches, 
ail Men bound to be his Bailiffs. 


Mer. This is ſomething dangerous. * 
Une, No Gentleman that has Eſtate to uſe it in . 
108 Houſe, or Followers, for thoſe Je he cries againſt, 


A 3 for 


a 


- — — na 


— 
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for Eating Sins, dull Surfeits, cramming of Serving-men» 
- muſtering of Beggars, maintaining Hoſpitals for Kites» 
_ " and Curs, grounding their fat Faiths upon old Country 


Proverbs; God bleſs the Founders ; theſe he would have 
ventur d into more manly uſes, Wit and Carriage, and never 


thinks of State, or Means, the Ground- works: 


their Underſtandings. 
Mer. That's moſt certain. 
Unc. Yes, if he could ſtay there. 
Mer. Why let him marry, and that way riſe again. 


Unc. It's moſt impoſſible, he will not look with an 
handſomeneſs upon a Woman. | 


Mer. Is he ſo ſtrange to Women? 

_ Une. I know not what it is, a fooliſh glory ; 
He has got, I know not where, to balk thoſe Benefits, 
And yet he will converſe and flatter 'em, 

Make em, or fair, or foul, rugged, or ſmooth, 

As his impreſſion ſerves, for he affirms, 

They are only lumps, and undigeſted pieces, 

Lickt over to a Form by our Aﬀections, 

And then they ſhow. The Lovers let em paſs, 

Exter Fountain, Bellamore, Hairbrain. 
Mer. He might be one, he carries as much n, 


cf they are wondrous merry, 


'Unc.. O their bopes are high, Sir. 
Fownt. Is Valentine come to Town? 
Bel, Laſt night, I heard. 


Foxnt. We miſs him monſtrouſly in our directions, for 
this Widow is as ſtately, and as crafty, and ſtands I war- 
rant you 


Hair. Let her ſtand ſure, ſhe falls before us elſe, 
Come let's go ſeek Valentine. 

Mer. This Widow ſeems a Gallant, 

Unc. A 


bears her State reſery'd, {and great Fortune has made her 
Miſtreſs of a full means, and well ſhe knows to uſe it. 
Mer, 


Holding 
it monſtrous, Men ſhould feed their Bodies, and ſtarve | 


goodly Woman, and to her Handſomneſs ſhe 


ts, 


miſe z | 


ns, for 
I war- 


els ſhe 

ade her 

ſe it. 
Mer. 


Mer. I would Valentine had her. A 8 
Unc. There's no hope of that, Sir. 3, > 
Mer, O' that condition, he had his Mortgage in ag. 
Unc. I would he had. 2 
Mer. Seek means, and ſee has I'll do, 
However, let the Mony be paid in, 
I never fought a Gentleman's undoing, 
Nor eat the Bread of other Mens vexations. 
You told me of another Brother. 
Unc. Yes Sir, more miſerable than he, for he has eat 
him, and drunk him up, a handſome e and fine 
Scholar. 


Enter three Tenants, 

Mer, What are theſe? | 

Uzc, The Tenants, they'll do what they can. | 

Mer. It is well prepar'd, be earneſt, honeſt Friends, and- 
loud upon him, he is deaf to his own good, 

Lance, We mean to tell him part of our Minds, an't 
pleaſe you. 

Mer, Do, and do it home, and in what my care may 
help, or my Per ſwaſions, when we meet next. 

Unc. Do but perſwade him fairly; and for your Mony, 
mine, and theſe Mens Thanks too, and what we can be 
able. 

Mer. You're moſt honeſt, you ſhall find me no lefs, and 
ſo I leave you, proſper your buſineſs, my Friends, [ Ex. Mer, 

Unc. Pray Heav'n it may, Sir, 

Lance. Nay if he will be mad, I'll be mad with him, 
and tell him that I'll not ſpare him, his Father kept good 
Meat, good Drink, good Fellows, good Hawks, good 
Hounds, and bid his Neighbours welcome; kept him too, 
and ſupplied his Prodigality, yet kept his State ſtill; muſt 
we turn Tenants now, after we have lived under the 
Race of Gentry, and maintained good Yeomantry, to 
ſome of the City, to a great Shoulder of Mutton and a 
Cuſtard, and have our State turned into 9 Gardens, 
mult it be fo ? 


A%. Unc. 
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Une. You muſt be milder to him. 
hat's as he makes his Game. 
N eat him lovingly, and make him feel. 
, % Tl pinch him to the Bones elſe, 
vat. within.) And tell the Gentleman, T'll be with 
him preſently, 9 I want Mony too, I muſt not fail, 


J. 
Lance. You'll want Cloaths, 1 hope. 
Enter Valentine. 

Pal. Bid the young Courtier repair to me anon, I'll 
rea] to him. 1 

” Unc, He comes, be diligent, but not too rugged, ſat 
him, but affright him not. 

Val. Phew, are you there? | 

Unc. We come to ſee you, Nephew, be not angry. 

Val. Why do you dog me thus, with theſe ſtrange 
People? Why, all the World ſhall never make me rich 
more, nor Maſter of theſe Troubles, 

© Ten. We beſeech thee for our poor Childrens ſake. _. 

Val, Who bid you get em? Have you not threſhing 
work enough, but Children muſt be bang'd out o'th*; 
Sheaf too? Other Men with all their Delicates, and health- 
ful Diets, can get but wind Eggs: You with a Clove of 


Garlick, a piece of Cheeſe wou'd break a S2w, and fowr. 
Milk, can mount like Stallions; and I muſt maintain 


thes Tumblers. 

Lance. You ought to maintain us, we have maintain'd 
you, and when you flept provided for you; who bought 
the Silk you wear? I think our Labours; reckan, you']! 
find it fo: Who found your Horſes perpetual pots of 
Ale, maintain'd your Taverns, and who extol'd you in the 


Half-crown Boxes, where you might fit and muſter all 


the Beauties? we had no hand in thele; no, we are all 
Puppies? 
Your Tenants baſe vexations. 

Val. Very well, Sir. 


Lance. Had you Land, Sir, and honeſt Men to ſerve, 


your 


2 a9. 3; * 


th 
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your purpoſes, honeſt and faithful, and will you run a- 
way from em, betray your ſelf, and your „Tria to 


miſery; Mortgage all us, like old Cloaks; wi .Þ 
you hunt next? You had a thouſand Acres, fair n : 
The Kings - bench is enclos d, there's no good riding, 


the Counter is full of Thorns and Brakes, take heed, 
Sir, and Bogs, you'll quickly find what * they'r re 
made of, 

Val. You're ſhort and pitby. 

Lance. They ſay you're a fine Gentleman, and of excel- 
lent Judgment, they report you have a Wit ; keep your ſelf 
out oth' Rain, and take your Cloak with you, which by 


Interpretation is your State, Sir, or I ſhallthink your Fame 


belied you, you have Mony, and may have Means. 

Val. I prithee leave prating, does my good lye within 
thy Brain to further, or my undoing in thy Pity ? Go, go, 
get you home, there whiftle to your Horſes, and Jet 
them edifie; away, ſow Hemp to hang your ſelves withal; 
what am I to you, or you to me; am I your Land- 
lord. Poppies? | 
Unc. This is uncivil. 

Val. More unmerciful you, to vex me with theſe Bacon, 
Broth and Puddings, they are the walking ſhapes of all 
my Sorrows. 

2 Ten, - Your Father's Worſhip would have IE us 

"Eh 

Pal. My Father's Worſhip was a Fool. 1:8 
p _ Hey, hey boys, old Valentme i faith, the 0d Ba 

ill. 

Une. Fie, Couſin. | . 

Val. I mean beſotted to his State, he had never left me 
the miſery of ſo much Means elſe, which till 1 ſold, was 
a meer meagrim to me : If you will talk, turn out theſe 
Tenants, they are as killing to my Nature, Uncle, as WR 
ter to a Fever, 

Lance. We will go, but it is like Rams, to come n 
the ſtronger, and you ſhall keep your State, 


Ag > Pal. 
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Val. Thou lyeſt, I will not, 


W. 
'M This was my Man, and of a noble breeding: Now 
to your buſineſs, Uncle. 
Unc. To your State then, 
Val. Tis gone, and I am glad on't, name it no more, 


tis that I pray againſt, and Heay'n has heard me: I tell 


you, Sir, 1 am more fearful of it, I mean, of thinking 
of more Lands, or Livings, than ſickly Men are travel- 
ling o' Sundays, for being quell'd with Carriers; out up- 
on't, caveat emptor, let the Tool out-ſweat it, that thinks 
he has got a catch on't. 

Unc. This is Madneſs to be a wilful Beggar. 

Val. I am mad then, and ſo I mean to be, will that 
content you? How bravely now Ilive, how jocund, how 
near the firſt Inheritance, without fears, how free from 
title-troubles ! 

Unc. And from Means too. 

Val. Means? Why all good Men's my Means; my 
Wit's my Plow, the Town's my Stock, Tavern's my 
Standing-houſe, and all the World knows there's no want; 
all Gentlemen that love Society, love me; all Purſes that 
Wit and Pleaſure opens, are my Tenants; every Man's 
Cloaths fit me, the next fair Lodging is but my next Re- 
move, and when I pleaſe to be more eminent, and take 


1 the Air, a Piece is levied, and a Coach prepared, and I 


I care not whither, what need ſtate here? 

Unc. But fay theſe means were honeft, will they laſt, 
Sir? 
Val. Far longer than your Jerkin, and wear fairer, 
ſhould I take ought of 46 tis true, I beg'd now, or 
which is SO than that, I ſtole a kindneſs, and which 
is worſt of all, I loſt my way in't; your Mind's enclos'd, 
not ng lies open nobly, your very Thoughts are Hinds that 


work on nothing but daily ſweat and trouble: Were my 


way ſo fall of Din as my 'tis true I'd ſhift it; are my 
g 3 


ee, Sweet Sir, thou lyeſt, thou ſhalt, and ſo good 
[ Exexnt Tenants. 


that 
how 
from 


5 my 
's my 
want; 
es that 
Man's 
xt Re- 
d take 
and I 


y laſt, 
fairer, 


W., or 
which 
iclos'd, 
ds that 
re my 
re my 
intance 


his own uſe, or my neceſſity pull firft; nor is t 


but the meer quality and poiſure of Goodneſs, and do you 
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Acquaintance Graſiers? But, Sir, know, no Man that I 


am allied to, in my living, but makes it es 
rc n 


think I venture nothing equal? 

Unc, You poſe me, Couſin. 

Val. What's my Knowledge, Uncle, is't not worth Mo- 
ny? What's my Underſtanding, Travel, Reading, Wit, 


all theſe digeſted, my daily making Men, ſome to ſpeak, 


that too much flegm had frozen up; ſome that ſpoke 


too much, to hold their Peace, and put their Tongues to 


Penſions; ſome to wear their Cloaths, and ſome to keep 
em, theſe are nothing Uncle; beſides theſe ways, to teach 
the way of Nature, a manly love, Community to all that 
are deſervers, not examining how much, or what's done 
for them, *tis wicked, and ſuch a one like you, chews 
his Thoughts double, making em only Food for his Re- 
pentance. 
Enter two Servants, 

1 Ser, This Cloak and Hat, Sir, and my Maſter's Love; 

Val. Commend's to thy Maſter, and take that, and leave 
em at my Lodging. 
1 Sex. I ſhall do it, Sir. 

Val. I do not think of th.fe things. 

2 Ser, Pleaſe you Sir, I have Gold here for you. 

| Val. Give it me, drink that and commend me to of 
Maſter; ; look you, Uncle, do I beg theſe? 

| Unc. No ſure, tis your worth, Sir. 


Val. Tis like enough, but pray ſatisfy me, are not theſe | 


ways as honeſt as perſecuting the ſtarved Inheritance, with 
muſty Corn, the very Rats were fain to run away from, 
or ſelling rotten Wood by the Pound, like Spices, which 
Gentlemen do after burn by th' Ounces? Do not I know 
your way of feeding Beaſts with Grains, and windy tuff, 
to blow up Butchers ? your racking Paſtures, that have eaten 


up as many ſinging Shepherds, and their Iſſues, as Andeluzia 


breeds? Theſe are authentick, I tell you, Sir, I wou'd not 
change 


— 


" * 
f 4 
* 
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change ways with you, unleſs it were to ſell your State 
that hour, and if it were poſſible to ſpend it then too, for 
all yu Beans in Rumnillo; no * you know me. 

Duel wou'd you knew your ſelf, but fince you are 
grown ſuch a ſtrange Enemy to all that fits -you, give me 
leave to make your Brother's Fortune, 

Pal. How? 


Uzrc. From your Mortgage, which yet you may reco- 
ver, I'll find the means. 

Val, Pray fave your labour, Sir, my Brother and my (elf 
will run one Fortune, and I think what I hold a meer 
vexation, cannot be ſafe for him; I love him better, he 
has Wit at will, the World has Means, he ſhall live with- 
out this trick of State, we are Heirs botb, and all the 
World before us. 

Unc. My laſt Offer, and then I am gone. 

Pal. What is't, and then I'll anſwer, | 

Unc. What think you of a Wife yet to reſtore you, and 
tell me ſeriouſly without theſe trifles. 

Val. And you can find one, that can pleaſe my Fancy, 
you ſhall not find me ſtubborn. 

Unc. Speak your Woman, 

Val. One without Eyes, that is, Self-commendations, 
for when they find they are handſome, they are unwhol- 
ſome; one without Ears, not giving time to Flatterers, for 
ſhe that hears herſelf commended, wavers, and points Men 
out a way to make em wicked ; one without Subſtance 
of her ſelf; that Woman without the pleaſure of her Life, 
that's wanton; though ſhe be young, forgetting it, though 
fair, makiag her Glaſs the Eyes of honeſt Men, not her 
own Admiration, all her ends Obedience, all her hours new 
Bleſſings, if there may be ſuch a Woman. 

Unc. Yes there may be. 

Val. And without State too. 

Unc. You are diſpos'd to trifle; well, hadla you well,. Sir, 
when 1 want me next, you'll ſeek me out a better | 
| Val. 


State 
, for 


u are 
me 


reco- 


iy (elf 

meer 
er, he 
with- 
all the 


, and 


Fancy, 


ations, 
whol- 
ers, for 
ts Men 
oſt ance 
er Life, 
though 
ot ber 
rs new 


ell, Sir, 


1 better | 


Pal, 
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- Fal. Farewell, Uncle, and as you love your Eſtate, ler 
me not hear on't. [ 

Unc. It ſhall not trouble you. I'M watch him ſtill, 
And when his Friends fall off, then bend his Wil. Exit. 

Enter Iſabella, and Luce. 

Luce, I know the cauſe of all this ſadneſs now, your 
Siſter has ingroſt all the brave Lovers. 

1/ab. She has wherewithal, much good may't 40 ber, 
prithee ſpeak ſoftly, we are open to Mens Ears. 

Luce. Fear not, we are fafe, we may ſee all that paſs, 
hear all, and make our ſelves merry with their Language, 
and yet ſtand undiſcover'd; be not melancholy, you are as 
fair as ſhe. 

Jab. Who 1? I thank you, I am 2s haſte-ordain'd me; 
a thing ſlubber d, my Siſter is a goodly portly Lady, a 
Woman of a Preſence, ſhe ſpreads Sattins, as the King's 
Ships do Canvas every where, ſhemay ſpare me her Miſen, 
and her Bonnets, ſtrike her main Petticoat, and yet out- 
fail me, I am a Carvel to her, 

Luce. But a tight one, 

Jab. She is excellent, well built too. 

Luce, And yet ſhe's old. | 


1/ab. She never ſaw above one Voyage, Luce, and cred 


me, after another her Hull will ſerve again, a right good 
Merchant: She plays, and fings too, dances and diſcourſes, 
comes very near Eſſays, a pretty Poet, begins to piddle 
with Philoſophy, a ſubtil Chymick Wench, and can ex- 
tract the Spirit of Mens Eſtates, ſhe has the Light before 
her, and cannot miſs her choice; for me, tis et 1 
wait my mean Fortune. 
Luce. Vou are ſo baſhful, 


Jab. It is not at firſt word up and ride, Fs art co- 


zen'd, that wou'd ſhew mad i'faith ? Beſides, we loſe the 


main part of our politick Government, if we become pro- 


vokers; then we are fair, and fit for Mens Embraces, when 
like Towns, they lie before us Ages, yet not carried, hold 
out their ſtrongeſt Batteries, then compound too without: 

the 
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the loſs of Honour, and march off with our fair Wedding, 
W flying. Whoaretbele ? 
Euter Franciſco and Lance. 

oy I know not, nor I care not. 

Jab. Prithee peace then, a well built Gentleman; 

Luce. But poorly thatcht. 

Lance. Has he devour'd you too? 

Fran. H'as gulp'd me down, Lance. 

Lance. Left you no Means to ſtudy? | 

Fran, Not a Farthing: Diſpatcht my poor Annuity, I 
thank him, here's all the hope I have left, one bare ten 


_ Shillings, 


Lance. You are fit for great Mens ſervices. | 

Fran, I am fit, but who'll take me thus? Mens mi- 
ſeries are now accounted ſtains in their Natures, I have 
travelled, and I have ſtudied long, obſerved all Kingdoms, 
know all the Promiſes of Art and Manners, yet that I am 
not bold, nor cannot flatter, I ſhall not thrive, all theſe 
are but vain Studies; art thou ſo rich as to get mea Lodg- 
ing, Lance ? 

Lance. 1'll fell the Titles of my Houſe elſe, my Horſe, 
my Hawk, nay's death I'll pawn my Wife: Oh Mr. Fran- 
cis, that I ſhould ſee your Father's Houſe fall thus ! 

Iſab. An honeſt Fellow. 
Lance. Your Father's Houſe, that fed me, that bred up 
all my Name! — 

Iſab. A grateful Fellow. 

Lance. And fall by 

Fran. Peace, I know you are angry, Lance, but daf 
not hear with whom, he is my Brother, and though you 
hold him flight, my moſt dear Brother: A Gentleman, 

excepting ſome few rubs, he were too excellent to live 
here elſe, fraughted as deep with noble and brave Parts, 


the iſſues of a noble and manly Spirit, as any he alive, I 
muſt not hear you; though I am miſerable, and he made 


me ſo, yet ſtill he is my Brother, till I love him, and to 
that tye of * link my Affections. 


Jab. 


adding, 


ity, I 


e ten 


s mi- 


have 


doms, 
tl am 
| theſe 


Horſe, 
Fran- 


that ſome other time. 
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1/ab. A noble Nature! doſt thou know him, Luce? 
Luce. No, Miſtreſs. 

Iſab. Thou ſhou'dſt ever know ſuch good Men; what 
a fair Body and Mind are married! Did he not ay he 
wanted? 

Luce. What's that to you? 

1/ab. *Tis true, but tis great pity, 

Luce, How ſhe changes! ten thouſand more than he; 
as handſome Men too. 

Iſab. Tis like enough, but as I live, this Gentleman 


| among ten thouſand thouſand! Is there no knowing him? 


why ſhou'd he want? Fellows of no merit, flight” and 
putt Souls, that walk like Shadows, by leaving no print 
of what they are, or poiſe, let them complain, 

Luce. Her Colour changes ſtrangely. 

Iſab. This Man was made, to mark his wants to wa- 
ken us; alas poor Gentleman, but will that keep him 
from cold and hunger? believe me he is well-bred, and 
cannot be but of a noble Lineage, mark him, mark _ 
well. 

Lace. ls a handſome Man. 

. The ſweetneſs of his ſufferance ſets him of, 0 
Luce, but whither go I ? 

Luce, You cannot hide it, 

1/ab. | wou'd he had what I can fare, 

Luce. Tis charitable. 

Lance. Come Sir, I'll ſee you lodg'd, you * tied 
my Tongue faſt, III ſteal before you want, tis but' a 
banging. 

Jab. That's a good Fellow too, an honeſt Fellow; 
why, this would move a Stone, I muſt needs know; but 
[ Exit Lance, and Franciſco, 
Luce. Is the wind there? That makes for me, 


lat C 1 e a buſineſs, Exeunt. 
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Enter Widow, and Luce. 


Y Siſter, anda Woman of ſo bales pity what 
was the Fellow? 


Luce, Why, an ordinary Man, Madam. 
id. Poor? 


Luce. Poor enough, and no Man knows from whence 


neither. 

id. What cou'd ſhe ſee? 

Luce, Only his Miſery, for elſe ſhe might behold a bun- 
dred handſomer. : 

il. Did ſhe change much? 

Luce. Extremely, when he ſpoke, and then her Pity, 


- like 
tion, and follow 


an Orator, I fear her love fram'd ſuch a commenda- 
d it ſo far, as made me wonder. 


i ls ſhe ſo hot, or ſuch a want of Lovers, that ſhe 
muſt doat upon Afflictions? Why does ſne not go romage 
all the Priſons, and there beſtow her Youth, bewray her 
Wanronneſs, and flie her Honour, common bach to . 
gary? Did ſhe ſpeak to him? 

Luce. No, he ſaw us not, + bi ever face the bach been 
mainly troubled. 

Mid. Was he young? oh 

Tue. Yes, young enough. 9 

i. And look'd he like a Gentleman? - 

Luce. Like ſuch a Gentleman, that wou 3 ten Outs 
for twelve Pence. 


mi. My Siſter, and fink baſely! this muſt not be; does 


he uſe means to know him ? 

Luce, Yes Madam, and has employed a Squire ear 
Short hoſe. ; 

Wid. O that's a precious Knave: Keep all this private, but 


ſtill be near her 
any means, let me underſtand: I'll ſtop her heat, and turn 
her 


ing: Luce, what you can gather by 


I 


| what 


her Charity another way, to bleſs her ſelf firſt ; be ill 
cloſe to her Counſels; a Beggar and a Stranger! There's a 
bleſs'dneſs? Ill none of that; I have a Toy yet, Siſter, 
ſhall tell you this is foul, and make you find it z and for 
your pains take you the laſt Gown I wore; this makes 
me mad, but I ſhall force a Remedy.  _[Exennt. 
Enter Fountain, Bellamore, Hairbrain, and Valentine. 
Fount. Sitrah, we have ſo lookt for thee, and long'd for 


| thee; this Widow is the ſtrangeſt thing, the ſtatelieſt, and 


ſtands ſo much upon her Excellencies. 

Bel, She hath put us off, this Month now, for an n 

Hair, No Man muſt viſit her, nor look upon her, no, not 
ſay, Good morrow, or good even, till that's paſt. 

Val. She has found what Dough you are made of, and fo 
knead you: Are you good at nothing, but theſe after- games? 


| have told you often enough what things they are, what | 


precious things, theſe Widows . 

Hair. If we had em. | 

Val, Why the Devil has not craft monk to woo'ems 
there be three kinds of Fools, mark this Notes en 
mark it, and underſtand it, N | 

Fount, Well, go forward. 

Val. An Innocent, a Knave Fool, a Fool Politick: The 
laſt of which are Lovers, Widow Lovers. 

Bel. Will you allow no Fortune? 

Val. No ſuch blind one. 

Fount. We gave you Reaſons, why twas neat! bang 

Val. As you are thoſe Fools, I did allow thoſe Reaſons, 
but as my Scholars and Companions damn'd em: Do you 
know what it is to woo a Widow? Anſwer me _— 
now, and underſtandingly. 

Hair. Why, to lie with her, and to enjoy her wealth. 5 

Val. Why there you are Fools ſtill, crafty to catch your 
ſelves, pure politick Fools, I lookt for ſuch an Anſwerz once 


more heapme, it is, to wed a Widow, to be doubted main- 


ly, whether the ſtate you have be yours or no, or thoſe 
old Boots you ride in. 


Ld 
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Mark me, Widows are longextents _ 
5 in 


ow Wire Mon. 
i N | in Law upon News, livings upon their Bodies Winding- 
3 Meets, they that enjoy em, lie but with dead Men's Monu- 


pPlüwKkhin now? 


Bel. Plain ſpoken. | | 
. Val. And plain Truth; but if you'll needs do things of 
$7.18 danger, do but loſe your ſelves, not any part concerns your 


Bf Uaderſtandings, for then you are Meacoks, Fools, and Mi- 
1 ferable, march off amain, within an Inch of a Fircug, turn 
110 me o' th' toe like a Weather · cock, kill every day a Ser jeant 


for a twelve Month, rob the Exchequer, and burn all the 
Rolls, and theſe will make a ſhew. - 
Hair. And theſe are trifles. 
Val. Conſider'd to a Widow, empty nothings; for here 


ry at all, eſpecially as now tis made; methinks a Man, an 
© underſtanding Man, is more wiſe to me, and of a nobler 
tie, than all theſe trinkets ; what do we get by Women, 
but our Senſes, which is the rankeſt part about us, ſatisfied, 
and when that's done, what are we? Creſt-fal'n Cowards. 
W bat benefit can Children be, but Charges and Diſobedience ? 
What's the love they render at one and twenty years? [ 
Pray die, Father: When they are young, they are like Bells 
rung backwards, nothing but noiſe and giddineſs; and come 
to years once, there drops a Son by th* Sword in his Miſtreſs's 
 Quarre], a great joy to his Parents: A Daughter ripe too, 
gros high and luſty in her blood, muſt have a heating. 
tuns away with a ſupple ham'd Servingman: His twenty 
+ Nobles ſpent, takes to a Trade, and learns to ſpin Mens 
Hair off; there's another, and moſt are of this Nature, will 
you marry? 
Fount. For my part yes, for any doubt I. feel yet. 
Val. And this fame Widow? © _ a 
| * Fount, If I may, and methinks, howev'r ye pleas'd 
dio diſpute theſe Dangers, ſuch a warm match, and for you, 
Sir, were not hurtful, | 


ments, and beget only their own ill Epitaphs: Is not this | 


you venture but your Perſons, there the varniſh of your Per- 
ſons, your Diſcretions; why, tis a monſtrous thing to mar- 
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inding- Val. Not half ſo killing as for you; for me, ſhe can” 
Mond- not with all the Art ſhe has, make me more miſerable, of 
not this @ much more fortunate; I have no ſtate left, a benefit that 
none of you can brag of, and there's the Antidote againſt 
a Widow ] nothing to loſe, but that my Soul inherits, whieh 
ings of ſhe can neither law nor claw away; to that, but little Fieſh, 
ns your it were too much elſe; and that unwholfom too, it were 
ind Mi- too rich elſe ; and to all this Contempt of what ſhe do's 
ig · turn I can laugh at her Tears, neglect her Angers, hear her with- 
der jeant out a Faith, fo pity her as if (he were a Traytor, moan 
all the her Perſon, but deadly hate her Pride; if you cou'd do 
x theſe, and had but this Diſcretion, and like Fortune, it were 
but an equal venture. 
or here Fount. This is Malice. 
ur Per- Val, When ſhe lies with your Land, and not with you, 
to mar- grows great with Joyntures, and is brought to bed with all 
lan, an the ſtate you have, you'll find this certain; but is it come 
nobler to paſs you muſt Marry, is there no buff will hold you?” 
Vomen, Bel. Grant it be ſo, 
atisfied, Val. Then chuſe the tamer evil, take a Maid, a Maid not 
owards. worth a Penny; make her yours, knead her, and mould 
dience? ber yours, a Maid worth nothing, there's a virtuous Spell 
ars? I IJ in that word Nothing; a Maid makes Conſcience of half 
ke Bells MW a Crown a week for Pins and Puppets, a Maid will be con- 
d come i tent with one Coach and two Horſes, not falling out be- 
liftreſs's Y cauſe they are not matches; with one Man fatisfied, with 
pe too, one Rein guided, with one Faith, one Content, one Bed, 
heating, aged ſhe makes the Wile, preſerves the Fame and Iſſue; a 
twenty Widow is a Chriſtmas Box that ſweeps all. | 


n Mens Fount. Yet all this cannot ſink us. 

re, will Val. You are my Friends, and Fl my loving Friends, I 
ſpend your Mony, yet I deſerve it too, you are my Friends 

t. ſtill, T ride your Horſes, when I want I fell em; I eat 


- IF your Meat, halp to wear your Linen, ſometimes I make 
 plezs'd ©} youſerubk, agdyben you ſeal, for which I11do you this Com- 
for you, modity, he rul'd,and let me try her, 1 will diſcoyer her, the 

| truth is, I will never Rave de. uble her, till I ſee through 
Pal, ber, then if I find her worthy, Hair · 


\ 
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Hair. This was our meaning, Valentine. 
Val. Tis done then, I mult want nothing. 
Hair. Nothing but the Woman. 
Val. No Jealouſie ; for when I marry, the Devil muſt 
be wiſer than I take him; and the Fleſh fooliſher. Come 
let's to Dinner, and when I am well whetted with Wine, 
have at her, Exeunt. 
Enter Iſabella, and Luce. 
I/ab. But art thou ſure? 
Luce. No ſurer than I heard. 
Jab. That is was that flouting Fellow's Brother? 
Luce. Yes, Shorthoſe told me ſo. | 
Tab. He did ſearch out the truth? 
| Luce, It ſeems he did. 
T{ab. Prithee Luce call him hither, if he be no woe, 


you after, the Gentleman i'th* black? 
Enter Shorthoſe. 

Short. I'th' torn black? 

Jab. Yes, the ſame Sir. 

Short. What wou'd your Worſhip with him? 

Jab. Why, my Worſhip wou'd know his Name, and 
What he is. 

Shore. Is nothing, he is a Min, and yet he is no Man. 

. You muſt needs play the Fool. | 

r. *Tis my profcflion. 

Jab. How is he a Man, and no Man? 


pull' down, which ſhows the Houſe ſtands empty. 
Jab. What's his Calling? 
Short. They call bimggegear- 
Jab. What's his Kindred? 
Short. Beggars. | 
Jab. His Worth? 2 
Szort. A learned Beggar, « poor Scholan - 
Jab. How does he live? 


i, 


u 


never repent my pity. Now Sirrah, what was he we ren ; 


» Short. He's a Beggar, only the ſign of a Man, the Buſh { 


Short. Like Worms, he eats old Bo-. 


e ſent | 


„ and 


lan. 


Buſh | 
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Jab. Is Valentine his Brother? 
Sbort. His begging Brother. 
Iſab. What may his Name be ? 
Short, Orſon. 
1/ab. Leave your fooling, 
Short, You had as good ſay, leave your living. 
Jab. Once more tell me his Name directly. 
Short. I'll be hang d firſt, unleſs I heard hit Chriſtned, 
but I can tell what fooliſh People call him. 
Iſab. What? 
Short. Franciſco, 
Tab. Where lies this Learning, Sir? 
Short. In Pauls Church - yard forſooth. 
Jab. I mean the Gentleman, Fool. 
Short. O that Fool, be lies in looſe Sheets "ney where, 
that's no where, 
Luce. You have glean'd ſince you came. to London: In 
' the Country, Shorthoſe, you were an arrant Fool, a dull 
cold Coxcomb; here every Tavern teaches you, the pint 
Pot has ſo belbour d you with Wit, your brave Acquain- 
tance that gives you Ale, ſo fortified your Maxard, that 
now there's no talking to you. 
Jab. Is much improy'd, a Fellow, a fine Diſcourſer. 
Short. J hope ſo, I have not waited at the tail of Wit 
ſo long to be an Aſs. 
Luce. But ſay now, Shorthoſe, my Lady ſnou'd N 900 
into the Country. 
Short; I had as lieve ſhe mould remove to Heav'n, 8 
as ſoon I would undertake to follow her, 
Luce, Where no old Charnico is, nor no Anchoves, nor 


L 


Maſter ſuch-a-one, to meet at the Roſe, and bring my Las 
dy ſuch-a-ones chief Chamber- mail. a 
Iſab. No bouncing Healths to this brave Lad, dear 

Shorthoſe,: nor down oth' knees to that illuſtrious Lady. 


Luce, No Fiddler, nor no.luſty noiſe of Drawer, carry Mn 
this pottle to my Father Shorrhoſe. | 
We, No Plays, nor gully. Foiſts, no ſtrange Embaſla- 


dors 


bw 
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dors to tun and wonder at, till thou bee'ſt Oyl, and then 
come home again, and lye by th * 

Luce, Say ſhe ſhou'd go. 

Short. It 1 fay, I'll be hang'd, or if I chought ſhe wou'd 


Luce. What? 

Short. I would go with her. 

Luce, But Shorthoſe, where thy Heart is? 
Jſab. Do not fright him. 


Lace. By this Hand Miſtreſs "tis a Noiſe, a loud one too: | 


and from her own Mouth; preſently to be gone too, but 
why, or to what end? 

Short. May not a Man die firſt? Shell give him ſo much 
time. 


Jab. Gone o'th* ſudden? Thou doſt but jeſt, ſhe muſt 5 


not mock the Gentlemen. 

Luce. She has put them off a Month, they dare not ſee 
her, believe me Miſtreſs, what I hear I tell you. 

Iſab. ls this true, Wench? Gone on ſo ſhort a warning! 
What trick is this? She never told me of it, it muſt not 
be; Sirrab, attend me preſently, you know I have been a 
careful Friend unto you, attend me in the Hall, and next 
be faithful, cry not, we ſhall not go. 

Short. Her Coach may crack. [ Exennt, 

Enter Valentine, Franciſco. and Lance. 

'Val. Which way to live! How dareſt thou come to 

704 to ask ſuch an idle queſtion? 
Fran. Methinks tis necefſary, unleſs you cou d reſtore 
char Annuity you have tipled up in Taverns. 

Val. Where haſt thou been, and how brought up Fran- 
ciſco, that thou talkeſt thus out of France? Thou wert a 
pretty Fellow, and of 1 handſom Knowledge ; who has 
ſpoiled thee? 

Lance. He that has ſocitd bimſelf, to make bim ſport, 
and by Copy, will ſpoil all comes near him: Buy but a 
Glaſs, if you be yet ſo wealthy, and look there who? 

Val. Well aid, old Copihold. 


2a 
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Lance. My Heart's good Freehold, Sir, and ſo you'll find 

then itz this Gentleman's your Brother, your hopeful Brother, 
for there is no hope of you, uſe him thereafter, 

Val. E'en as well as I uſe my ſelf; what wou'd(t thou 
have, Frank? 

Fran. Can you procure me a hundred pound? 

Lance. Hark what he ſays to you, O try your Wits, 
they ſay you ate excellent at it, for your Land has lain long 
Bed-rid, and unſenſible. 

Fran. And I'll forget all wrongs; you ſee my State, 
and to what wretchedneſs your will has brought me; but 
what it may be, by this Benefit, if timely done, and like 
a noble Brother, both you and I may feel, and to our Com- 
much forts. 


Val, A hundred pound! doſt thou know what thou haſt 
ſaid, Boy? 
Fran, I faid a hundred pound. 
| Val, Thou haſt faid more than any Man can juſtifie, be- 
lieve it. Procure a hundred pounds ! I fay to thee there's 
no ſuch ſum in Nature, forty ſhillings there may be now 
'th* Mint, and that's a Treaſure; I have ſeen five pound, 
but let me tell it, and *tis as wonderful as Calves with five 


you'd 


e too, 
„ but 


muſt | 
ot ſee 
ning ! 


iſt not 
been a 


d next Legs; here's five Shillings, Frank, the harveſt of five Weeks, 
and a good Crop too, take it, and pay thy firſt Fruits, I'll 
xeunt. Bi come down and eat it out. 
Fran, *Tis Patience muſt meet with you, Sir, not Loye. 
me to Lance, Deal roundly, and leave theſe fiddle faddles, . 
q Val. Leave thy prating, thou thinkeſt thou art a notas 
reſtore i ble wiſe Fellow, thou and thy frotten Sparrow Hawk; 
two of the reverent. 
ö eng Lance, 1 think you are mad, or if you be not, will be, 
wert a 


with the next Moon; what wou'd you have him do? 
cho has Val. How ? 


Laxce, To get Mony firſt, that's to live, you have ſhew'd 
1 ſport, him how to want. 


but a val. *Slife bow do I live? why, what dull Fool wou'd 
ho? ask that Queſtion? three hundred three pilds more, ay and 
8 hos | 9 


Lance. 
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live bravely: The better half o'th' Town live moſt glori- 
ouſly, and ask them what States they have, or what An- 
nuities, or when they pray for ſeaſonable Harveſts: Thou 
haſt a handſome Wit, ſtir into the World, Frank, ſtir, ir 
for ſhame, thou art a pretty Scholar: Ask how to live? 
write, write, write any thing, the World's a fine believing 
World, write News, 

Lance. Dragons in Suſſex, Sir, or fiery Battels ſeen in 

the Air at Aſpurge. 
" Fal, There's the way, Frank, and in the tail of theſe, 
fright me the Kingdom with a ſharp Prognoſtication, that 
ſhall ſcowr them, Dearth upon Dearth, like leven Taffities, 
Predictions of Sea-breaches, Wars, and want of Herrings 
on our Coaſt, with bloody Noſes. 

Lance. Whirl-winds, that ſhall take off the top of Gran- 
tham Steeple, and clap it on Pauls, and after theſe, a Len- 
voy to the City for their Sins. 

Val. Probatum ef, thou canſt not want a Penſion, go 
ſwitch me up a Covey of young Scholars, there's twenty 
Nobles, and two loads of Coals, are not theſe ready ways? 
Coſmography thou art deeply read in, draw me a Map 
from the Mermaid, I mean a Mid-night Map to ſcape the 
Watches, and ſuch long ſenſleſs Examinations, and Gen- 
tlemen ſhall feed thee, right good Gentlemen: I cannot ſtay 
lon 

| , 07 You have read learnedly, and wou'd you have 
him follow theſe Megera's? did you begin with Ballads} 
Frau. Well, I will leave you, I fee my Wants are grown 


_ ridiculous, yours may be ſo, I will not curſe you neither; 


you may. think, when theſe wanton Fits are over, who 
'bred me, and who ruin d me; look to your ſelf, Sir, 8 
Providence I wait on, 

_ Pal. Thou art paſſionate, haſt thou been brought up with 
R 
Ener Shorthoſe with a Bag. 
Short. Reſt you merry, Gentlemen. 
Val. Not ſo merry as you — Sir. 


* Short, 


| glori- 
nat An- 
: Thou 
tir, ir 
to live? 


elieving 
ſeen in 


of theſe, 
on, that 
Taffities, 
Herrings 


of Gran- 


ton, 80 
twenty 
y ways? 
e a Map 
(cape the 
nd Gen- 
nnot ſtay 


you have 
Ballads? 
re grown 


neither; 


er, who 
f, Sir, 3 


t up with 


* Short, 


* 
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Short. Pray ſtay a while, and let me take a View of 


Me I may put my Spoon into the wrong * 2 | 


3 


Val. Why, wilt thou muſter us? 

Short. No, you are not he, you are a thought too 
handſome. | 

Lance. Who wou'dſt thou ſpeak withal, why doſt thou 
peep ſo? 

Short. 1 am looking Birds neſts, I can find none in your 
Buſh-beard, I wou'd ipeak with you, black Gentleman. 

Fran, With me, my Friend ? 

Short. Yes ſure, and the beſt Friend, Sir, it ſeems, you 
ſpake withal this Twelve-Month, Gentleman, there's Mo- 
ny for you. 

Val. Bow? | 

Short, There's none for you, Sir, 3 ſo beief, not a pen» 


ny3 law how he itches atit; ſtand * you ſtir my Choler. 


Tance. Take it, tis Mony. 

Short. Vou are too quick too, er be ſure you have it, 
Jou ſeem to be a Faulkoner, but a fooliſh one. 

Lance. Take it, and ſay nothing | 

Short. You are coxen d too, tis take it, and ſpend it, 

Fran. From whom came it, Sir? 


Short. Such another word, and you ſhall have none on't. 


Fran, I thank you, Sir, I doubly thank you. 


Short. Well, Sir, then buy you better Cloaths, and get 


your Hat dreſt, and your Laundreſs to waſh your W 
white, 
Fran. Pray tay, Sir, may vou not be miſtaken? 


Short. I think I am, give me the Mony again, come 
quick, quick, quick. 


Fran. I wou'd be loth to render, till I am ſure it be fo. 


. 


Short. Hark in your Ear, is not your Name Franciſco t 


Fran. Yes. 


Short. Be quiet then, it may Thunder a hundred times, 
before ſuch Stones fall; Do you not 3 it? 
„„ 


Short, And tis thought you have i it, 6 
194 . Fran. 


* 2 » 


| *. | 
2% WIr wh Mo. 
Fri, Tihink I have, | 
Sport. Then hold it faſt, tis not fly-blown, you Way 
pay for the Poundage. you forget your ſelf, I bave not 
ſeen a Gentleman ſo back ward, CARY Gentlertian. 
Fru. Your Mercy, Sir. 
Short. Friend, you have Mercy, a whole Bag full of 
Mercy, be'tnerry With it, and be wile, 
Fran. I wou'd fain, it it pleaſe you, but knows: -- 
Short. It does not pleaſe the, tell over your Mony, and 
be foot mad, Boy. 
Val. You have no more ſuch Bags? 
Short. More ſuch there are, Sir, but few I fear for 
you, I have caſt your Water, you have Wit, you need no 
Mon). Exit. 
Lance. Be not amarz'd, Sir, tis good Gold, good old 
Sold, this is Reſtorative, and in good time, it comes to 
do you good, keep it and uſe it, let honeſt Fingets feel 
it, yours be too quick, Sir. 
Fran. He nam'd me, and he gave it me, but from whom. 
Lance. Let em ſend more, and then examine 'it, this 
can be but a Preface. 
Fran. Being a Stranger, of whom can 1 deſerve this? 
Lance. Sit, if any Min that has but Eyes, and manly 
Under ſtanding to find Mens wants, good Men are bound to 
do ſo. 
Val. Now you ſee, Frank, there are more Alden 
certaintiee, now You believe: What Plow brought you 
this Harveſt, what fale of Timber, Coals, or what An- 
nuities? Theſe feed no "Hinds, nor wait the Expectation 
"of Quitter-days, you ſee it ſhow'rs in to you, you are an 
Aſs, lie plodding, and lie fooling, about this Blazing Star, 
and that bopeep, whining, and faſting, to find the natu- 
ral Reaſon Why a Dog 'tatns twice about befote he lie 
down, what uſe of theſe, or what Joy in Annuities; Where 
"every Man's thy ſtudy, and thy Tenant, I am aſham'd on 
thee. 
Lance. Yes, I have ſeen this Fellow, there's a wealthy 


Widow. hard by. 


val, 


Ac 
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pal. Yes, marry is there. 


; 2 
u may Lance. I think he's her Servant, or I am 'd elſe, 
ve not l am ſure on't. 
han. Fran. I am glad on't. 

: Lance. She's a good Woman. 
full of Fran, 1 am gladder. 

Lance. And young enough, believe. 
— Fran. I am gladder of all, Sir. 
7, and pal. Frank, you ſhall lie with me ſoon, 


Fran. I thank my Mony 
Lance. His Mony ſhall lie with me, three in a Bed, $ir, 


Ar for will be too much this weather. 

ed no Val. Meet me at the Mermaid, and thou ſhalt ſee what 

[Exit, things 
od old Tance. Truſt to your ſelf, Sir. 
nes to Exeunt Fran. and Lat: 
ers feel Enter Fountain, and Bellamore. 

Fount. O Valentine! 

whom. Val. How now, why do you look ſo? 

it, this Bel. The Widow's going, Man... 

| Val, Why let her go, Man. 

e this? Hair. She's going out o'th' Town, (cdgone. 
"manly Val. The Town's the happier, T wou'd they were all 
ound to Fount. We cannot come to ſpeak with der. 

ba Egl. Not to ſpeak to her? 
ys than Bel. She will be gone within this hour, Alber now Val, 
ht you Fount. Hair, Now, now, now, good Valentine, g 
nat An- Val. I had rather march i'tht mouth o'th' Cannon; but 


cctation adieu, if ſhe be above ground, go, away to your Pray'ts, 
axe an away I ſay, away, ſhe ſhall be ſpoken withal, ¶ Exeunt. 


1g Star, Enter Shorthoſe with one Boot on, Roger, and Humphry. 

enatu- Rog. She will go, Shorthoſe. 

> he lie Short. Who can help it, Roger ? 

, Where Ralph. ¶ wit hin.] Help down with the Hangings. "2 
md on Rog. By and by Ralph. am making up o'th* Trunks here. 


Ralph. Shorthoſe. | : * 
wealthy Short. Well. 
Ralph. Who looks to my Lady's Wardrobe? Humphry; 
8 | 1 | Hum. 
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Hum, . 

Ralph. wa with the Boxes in the Gallery, and bring 
away the Coach Cuſhions, | | 

Short. Will it not rain, no conjuring abroad, nor no de- 
vices to ſtop this Journey? 

Rog. Who go now, why now, why o'th' ſudden now ? 


what Preparation, what Horſes have we ready, what Pro- 
viſion laid in i'th' Country? 


Hum. Not an Egg, I hope. 

Rog. No nor one drop of good drink Boys, there's the 
Devil. 

Short. 1 heartily pray the Malt may be muſty, and then 
we mult come up again. 

Hum. What ſays the Steward? 

Rog. He's at's wits end; for ſome four hours ſince, 
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out of his haſte and providence, he miſtook the Miller's 


mangy Mare, for bis own Nagg. 

Short. And ſhe may break his Neck, and fave the Jour- 
ney. Oh, London, how I love thee! 

Hum. I have no Boots, nor none l' buy: Or if I had, 
refuſe me if I wou'd venture my ability, before a Cloak- 
Bag, Men are Men, 

Short. For my part, if 1 brought, as I know it will be 
aim'd at, to carry any dirty dairy Cream-pot, of any gentle 
Lady of the Laundry, Chambring, or wantonneſs behind 
my Gelding, with all her Streamers, Knapſacks, Glaſſes, 
Gugawes, as if I were a running Flippery, I'll give em 
leave to cut my Girts, and flay me. I' not be troubled 
with their Diſtillations, at every half mile's end, I under- 
ſtand mylelf, and am reſolv'd. 

Hum. To morrow night at Olivers! who ſhall be there 
Boys, who ſhall meet the Weriches? 

Rog. The well brew'd ſtand of Ale, we ſhou'd have 
met at! | 

Short. Theſe Griefs, like to another Tale of Troy, wou'd 
mollifie the Hearts of barbarous People, and Tom Butcher 
weep, ZEneas enters, and now the Town's loſt, £ 

Ralph. Well whither run you, my Lady is mad, 


Short. 
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bring 


0 de- 
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t Pro- 
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d then 


ſince, 


Miller's 


Jour- 


I had, 
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Shore, I wou'd ſhe were in Bedlam. 

Ralph. The Carts are come, no Hands to help to lot 
em? the Stuff lies in the Hall, the Plate. » [Fellows ? 
[Widow Within,) Why Knaves there, where be theſe idle 

Short. Shall I ride with one Boot? ; 

Mid. Why where I fay ? 


Ralph. Away, away, it muſt be fo, 
Short. O for atickling Storm, to laſt but ten days. [Exe? 


* 


ACT UI. 


» 


3 8 PP 


SCENE I. 


Enter Iſabella, and Luce. 
Luce. Y my Troth Miſtreſs I did it for the beſt. 
Jab. It may be ſo, but Luce, you have © 
Tongue, a Diſh of Meat in your Mouth, which if it were 
minc'd, Luce, wou'd do a great deal better. 

Luce. | proteſt, Miſtreſs. 

Iſab. It will be your own one time or other: Walter. 

Walter. > OR, Anon forſooth. 

Iſab. Lay my Hat ready, my Fan and Cloak, you _- 
ſo full of Providence; and Halter, tuck up my little Box 
behind the Coach, and bid my Maid make ready, my ſweer 
ſervice to your good Lady Miſtreſs; and my Dog, Ar 
let the Coachman carry him. 

Luce. But hear me. | 

ab. T am in Love, ſweet Luce, and you are ſo ckilful, 
that T muſt needs undo my ſelf; and hear me, let Oliver 
pack up my Gliſs diſcreetly, and fee my Curls well car- 
ried, O ſweet Luce, you have a Tongue, and open Tongues 
have open you know what, Lyfe. 

Luce. Pray you be ſatisfied. 

Iſab. Ves, and contented too, before I leave you. Thete's 
a Roger, which ſome call a Butcher, 1 fpeak of certainties, 
I do not fiſh Luce, nay do not ſtare, I have a Tongue 
can talk too: And a Green Chamber Luce, a Back-door* 


opens to a long Gallery; there was a Night, Lace, do you! 


per ceive, 
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on, but one of no abiding, of no name; nothing to bring 


1T Without Mo x. 


perceive, 
a Friday night I ſaw your Saint, Luce: For t'other Box of 
Marmalade, all's thine, ſweet Roger; this I heard and kept 
$00. 
Luce. Een as you are a Woman, Miſtreſs. 5 
Iſab. This I allow as good and Phyſical ſometime, theſe 
Me:tings, and for the cheering of the Heart; but Luce, to 
have your own turn ſerv'd, and to your Friend to be a 
Dog bolt. 
- Luce. I confeſs it, Miſtreſs. 
Iſab. As you have made my Siſter jealous of me, and 


fooliſhly, and childiſhly parſu'd it, I have found out your 


haunt, and traced your purpoſes; for which mine Honour 
ſuffers; your beſt ways muſt be applied to bring her back 
again, and feriouſly and ſuddenly, that ſo I may have a 


Means to clear my ſelf, and fhe a fair Opinion of me, elſe 


you peeviſn 
Luce. My Pow'r and Pray'rs, Miſtreſs, 
Jab. What's the matter? 
Enter Shorthoſe, and Widow. 
Sbort. I have been with the Gentleman, he has it, much 
| may do him with it. 
id Come, are you ready? you love ſo to delay time, 
the Day grows on. | 
Jab 1 have ſent for a few Trifles, when thoſe are come; 
anJ now I know your Reaſon, | 
Md. Know your own Honour then, about your buſineſs, 
ſee the Coach ready preſently, I'll tell you more then. 
| | [ Ex. Luce, and Shorthoſe. 
And underſtand it well, you muſt not think your Siſter ſo 
te ider · eyed as not to ſee your Follies; alas I know your 
Heart, and muſt imagine, and truly too, tis not your Cha- 
rity can coin ſuch Sums to give away as you have done, 
in that you have no Whſdom Jabel, no nor Modeſty, 


where nobler uſes are at home; I tell you, I am aſham'd_ 


to find this in your Years, far more in your Diſcretion, 
none to chuſe but things for Pity, none to ſeal your Thoughts 


you 


ou perceive me yet? O do you bluſh, Luce? 


a 


v 
F 
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you to but this, Cold and Hunger: A jolly Jo 
you are happy, no Mony, no not ten Shillin 

Iſab. You ſeach nearly. 

Mid. I know it as | know your folly, one that knows 
not where he ſhall eat his next Meal, take his reſt, un- 
leſs it be i'th' Stocks; what Kindred has be, but a more 

wanting Brother, or what Virtues? 

Iſab. You have had rare Intelligence, (ce, Siſter. 

Vid. Or ſay the Man had Virtue, is Virtue in this Age 
a full Inheritance? bat Jointure can he make you, Plus 
zarch's Morals, or ſo much penny rent in the ſmall Poets? 
this is not well, tis weak, and I grieve to know it. 

Jab. And this you quit the Town for ?- 

Mid. Is t not time? 

I/ab. You are better read in my Affair than I am, that's 
all | have to anſwer; I'll go with you, and willingly, and 
what you think moſt dangerous, II! fit and laugh at. 

For, Siſter, tis not Folly, but good Diſcretion governs our 

mean Fortunes, 

Mid. | am glad ta hear: you ſay fo. 2 

Jab. I am for you. 

Enter Shorthoſe, and Humphry,- with riding Rods. 

Hum. The Devil cannot tay her, ſhe'll ont, cat an Egg 
naw, and then we mult away. 

Short. I am gauld already, yet I will pray, may Ton- 
don ways from hencetorth be full of holes, and Coaches 
crack their Wheels, may zealous Smiths ſo houſel all our 
Hackneys, that they may feel Compunction in their Feet, 
and tire at High-gate, may it rain above all Almanack till 
Carriers fail, and the Kings Fiſh-monger ride like gike Arion 
upon à Trout to London. 

Hum, At St. Albans, let all the Inns be drunk, not an 
Hoſt ſober to bid her Worſhip welcome. 

Short. Not a Fiddle, but all bd down with Puri. 
tans ; no meat but Legs of der 

Hum. No Beds but ere 


* 


. 


Short. And thoſe ſo crammed with Warrens of ads 


Flows that ttt” let Minn: be angry at their 
+ St. 


[Exeunt.. 
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St. Bel er, and we paſs in the heat on't and be beaten, 
beaten ab&Minably, beaten Horſe and Man, and all my La- 
dy's Linen ſprinkled with Suds and Diſh- water. 

Short. Not a wheel but out of Joint. 

Enter Roger laughing. 

- Hum, Why doſt thou laugh? 

Rog. There's a Gentleman, and the rareſt Gentleman, 
and makes the rareſt ſport. 

Short. Where, where? 

Rog. Within here, h'as made the gayeſt ſport with Tom 
the Coachman, ſo tewed him up with Sack that he lies laſhing 
a But of Malmſie for his Mares, 

Short. Tis very good. 

Rog. And talks and laughs, * ſings the rareſt Songs, 
and Shorthoſe, he bas ſo maul'd the Red Deer Pics, made 
ſuch an Alms i'th' Buttery. 

Short. Better till, 
Enter Valentine, and Widow. 

Hum. My Lady in a rage with the Gentleman? 

Short. May be anger her into a Feather, [ Exeunt. 

Mid. I pray tell me, who ſent you hither ? For I ima- 
gine it is not your condition, you look ſo temperately, and 
like a Gentleman, to ask me theſe mild queſtions, 

Val. Do you think I uſe to walk of Errands, gentle La- 
dy, or deal with Women out of Dreams from others? 

. Wid. You have not known me ſure ? 

Val: Not much. 

id. What reaſon have you then to be ſo wines of my 
Credir, you are no Kinſman? 


Val. If you take it fo, the honeſt Office that I came to- 


do you, is not ſo heavy but I can return it: Now I per- 
ceive you are too proud, not worth my Viſit, 
IWid. Pray ſtay, a little proud. 


Fal. Monſtrous. proud: griev'd to hear a Woman of 


your value, and your abundant parts ſtung by the People, 
but now I ſee tis true; you look upon me as if I were 
arude and ſawcy Fellow that borrow'd all my Breeding 
_ a Dunghil, or ſuch a one, as, ſhou'd now fall and: 

worſhip 


<< anc os gw me uw HEH 


is 1 


eaten, 


| rune, but 
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worſhip you in hope of Pardon: You are co Lady, r 


came to prove Opinion a loud Liar, to ſee a Woman only: 
great in Goodnels, and Miſtreſs of a greater Fame than For- 


Wid. You are a ſtrange Gentleman, if I were proud now, 
I ſhou'd be monſtrous angry, which I am not, and ſhev 
the effects of Pride; I ſhou'd deſpiſe you, but you are wel- 
come, Sir: To think well of our ſelves, if we delerve it, 
it is a Luſtte in us, and every ood we have, ſtrives to 
few gracious, what uſe is it elſe? old Age, like Seer-trees,- 
is ſeldom ſeen affected, ſtirs ſometimes at rehearſal of ſuctt- 
Acts as his daring Youth endeavour'd. 

Val. This is weil, and now you ſpeak: to the purpoſe, - 
you pleaſe me, but to be Place proud? 

Mid. If it be our own, why are we ſet here with di- 
ſtinction elſe, Degrees, and Orders given us? In you Men- 
'tis held a coolneſs, if you loſe your Right, Affronts and 
loſs of Honour: Streets, and Walls, and upper ends of Ta- 
bles, had they Tongues, could tell what Blood has follow'd, -—* 
and what feud about your Ranks; are we fo much below 
you, that till you have us, are the tops of Nature, to be 
accounted Drones without a difference? You will make 
us Beaſts indeed, 

Val. Nay worſe than this too, proud of your Cloaths? 
they ſwear a Mercers Lucifer, a Tumour tackt together by® 
a Taylor, nay yet worſe, proud of red and "wand, a var- 
niſh that Butter-milk can better. 

Wid. Lord, how little will vex theſe poor blind People! ; 
If my Cloaths be ſomerimes gay and glorious, does it fol- 
low, my Mind muſt be my Mercer's too? Or fay my 
Beauty pleaſe ſome weak Eyes, muſt it pleaſe them to 
think, that blows me up, that every: hour blows off? This 
is an Infant's An 

Val. Thus they ay too, what though you have a Coach 
lined through with Velvet, and four fair Flanders Mares, 
why ſhou'd the Streets be troubled continually with you,. 
till Car-men curſe you ? Can there be ought in this but 
pride of Shew, Lady, and pride of Bum-beating, till the : 
Phd „ +» learned? 


34 Wir without Moxv. 


learned with their fat Bags. are thruſt againſt the 

bulks till Af their Cauſes crack? Why ſhould this Lady, 

and.t'other Lady, and the third ſweet Lady, and Madam 

at Mile=end, be daily viſited, and your poorer Neighbours 
with courſe Naples neglected, Faſhions conferr'd about, 
Pouncings, and Paintings, and young Mens Bodies read on . 
like Anatomies? 

Mi. You are very credulous, and ſomewhat deſperate, 
to deliver this, Sir, to her you know not, but you ſhall 

confeſs me, and find I will not ſtart; in us all Meetings lie 

open to theſe lewd Reports, and our Thoughts at Church, 


fear to judge, at leaſt uncharitably, are mingled with your 
Memories; cannot ſleep, but this ſweet Gentleman ſwims 
in our Fancies, that ſcarlet Man of War, and thar ſmooth 
Senior; not dreſs our Heads without new Ambuſhes, how 
to ſurprize that Greatneſs, or that Glory; our very Smiles 
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Val. It may be, but theſe excuſe not. | 
d. Nor yours force no Truth, Sir, what deadly Tongues 
you have, and to thoſe Tongues what Hearts, and what 


0 are ſubject to Conſtructions; nay. Sir, it's come to this, we 
Wall cannot piſh, but tis a favour. for ſome Fool or other: Should 
jt ö we examine you thus, were't not poſſible to take you. 
1 without Perſpectives? 

1 


* a 
>: = — 
— — 


— —— — — 
e 
— — — os 


—.— 


1 Inventions? O' my Conſcience, and *twere not for ſharp + 
1 Juſtice, you would venture to aim at your own Mothers, 
Wl and account it. glory to ſay you bad done ſo: All you think 
1 are Coun ſels, and cannot err; 'tis we ſtill that ſhew dou-- 
0 ble, giddy, or gorg d with Paſſion; we that build Babels for 
bh q Mens concluſions, we that ſcatter, as Day does his warm 
. Light, our killing Curſes over God's Creatures, next to the 


Devifs Malice: Let's intreat your good words. 

Val. Well, this Woman has a brave Soul. 

Wd. Are not we gaily bleſt then, and much bebakling - 5 
to. vou for your ſubſtance? You may do what you liſt, 
we what beſeems us, and narrowly do that too, and pre- 
ciſely, our Names are ſer ved in elle 8 and belcht 
abroad in Taverns. | | | 

Val. 


our very Meditations, ſome will ſwear, which all ſnoud 
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Val. O moſt brave Wench, and able to Tedeim an Age 
of Women. | 
id. You are no Whoremaſter ? Alas, no, Gentlemen, 
it were an impudence to think you vicious: You are ſo 
holy, handſome Ladies fright you, you are the cool things 
of the time, the Temperance, meer Emblems of the Law, 
and Veils of Virtue, you are not daily mending like Dutch 
Watches, and Plaſtering like old Walls; they are not Gen- 
tlemen, that with their ſecret fins increaſe our Surgeons, 
and lie in Foreign Countries, for new ſores; Women are 
all theſe Vices; you are not envious, falſe, covetous, vain- 
glorious, irreligious, drunken, revengeful, giddy-cyed like 
Parrots, Eaters of others Honours. 
Val. You are angry. 
id. No by my Troth, and yet I cou'd fay more too, 
for when Men make me angry, I am miſerable. 
Val. Sure 'tis a Man, ſhe cou'd not bear it thus bravely - 
elſe. It may be I am tedious, 
mid. Not at all, Sir, I am content at this time you ſhou'd : 
trouble me. 
Val. You are diſtruſtful. 
Wid. Where I find no Truth, Sir. 
Val. Come, come, you are full of Paſhon, 
Mid. Some, I have, I were too near the Nature o God elſe,” 
Pal. You are monſtrous Peeviſn. 
Mid. Becauſe they are monſtrous Fooliſh, and know not 
how to uſe that ſhould try me. 
Val. 1 was never anſwer'd thus; were you never Drunk, 
Lady +*-: tf 
#id. No ſure, not Drunk, Sir; yet] love ond Wine, as 
I love Health and joy of Heart, but temperately z why do ' 
you ask that queſtion? 
| Val. For that Sin that they moſt charge you with, is» 
this Sin's Servant, they fay you are monſtrouge=.e—— + 
Mid. What, Sir, what? YH: 
Pal. Moſt ſtrangely. \ IC 
; Mid. It has a name ſure? 
TE Val. Infinitely luftful, without all bounds, ſwear you 
> kilfd your Husband, * 2 
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3 Let us have it all, for Heaven's fake, tis good Mirth, th 
ir. 
Val. They ſay you will have four now, and thoſe four 
ſtuck in four quarters, like four Winds to cool you: Will. | 
ſhe not cry nor curſe ?+ | N 
Wia. On with your Story. | 
Val. And that you are forcing out ef diſpenſations with 
ſums of. Mony to. that purpoſe. 
Mid. Four Husbands! Should not I be bleſt, Sir, for ex- n 
ample? Lord, what ſhou'd 1 do with them? Turn a Malt- 


mill, or Tithe them out like Town · bulls to my. Tenants, F 
Jou come to make me angry, but you cannot: 

Val. I'll make you merry then, you are a brave Womans y 
and in diſpite of Envy a right one, go thy. ways, truth 10 


a a n — IEEE THER — 
1 —— — — — +. — C —ͤ— — — — >. 1 
* po 2 r » 7 « — — 5 — — > — 8 3 
Free = * k * == + 2 - 2 SEE wz 3 2 r = — 
- 2 — 3 I I — —— IEEE — : 
6 — — - - = * — — — — — — — _—— ————_—_— 
* _ — - 2 
* — = = 
— a - — he — — —_—_— — — — —— — — ” — 
— — — — — 
» ts — wes - i — — —_ — — < — — 
x — = - : — — — — .— 


| 
| thou art as good a Woman, as any Lord of them all can q 
j lay his Leg over, I do not often commend your Sex. d 
| [i ; Mid. It ſeems ſo, your Commendations are ſo ſtudied for. T 
| b 
| 2 
a 


9 1 val. I came to ſee you and ſift you into Flower, to know 
1 your pureneſs, and l have found you excellent, I thank you; 
11 continue ſo, and ſhew Men how to tread, and Women. 
1 how to follow: Get an Husband, an honeſt Man, you are 
| 4 a good Woman, and live hedg'd in from Scandal, let him c 
0 | be too an underſtanding Man, and to that ſtedfaſt; tis pity 
1 Jour fair Figure ſnou d miſcarry, and then you are fixt: 
Feel. = 
A 1 id. Pray. ſtay a little, I love your company now you 
0 5 are ſo pleaſant, and to my diſpoſition ſet ſo · even. ' i 
fl i | Val. I can no longer. Exit. 
UN Wid. As Ilive a fine Fellow, this manly handſome Blunt- 
1 neſs ſhews him boneſt; what is be, or from whence ? bleſs 
iN | me, four Husbands! How prettily he fooled me into Vices, 
1 to ſtir my Jealouſie, and find my Nature; a proper Gentle 
14 wan: I am not well o'th' ſudden, ſuch a Companion I. 
Fo 1 cou d live and die with, his Angers are meer Mirth. i | 
0 9 * Enter Iſabella. 
i 1 Jab. Come, come, I am ready. 5 
. l Are you ſo? | | 
i V Lab. What ails ſhe ? The Coach ſtays, and the People, 
—_ 8 n e ee 
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the day goes on, I am as ready now as you defire, Siſter: 
Fie, who ſtays now, why do you fit and pout thus ? 

Mid. Prithee be quiet, Fam not well. 

1/ab. For Heav'ns fake let's not ride ſtaggering in the 


Night, come pray you take ſome Sweet · meate in your 
Pocket, it your Stomach - 


Wid. I have a little buſineſs. 


Iſab, To abuſe me, you ſhall not nd new Dreams, 110 
new Suſpicions, to horſe withal. f 


Mid. Lord, who made you a Commander! Hey ho, my 
Hearr. 


Iſab. Is the Wind'come-thither, and Goward like, do 
you loſe your Colours to em? Are you fick o'th' {Valen- 
tine! Sweet Siſter, come let's away, the Country will ſo 


\ quicken you, and we ſhall live ſo ſweetly: Luce, my La- 


dy's Cloak; nay, you have put me into ſuch a gog of go- 
ing, I wou'd not ſtay forall the World; if I live here, you 
have ſo knock'd this Love into my Head, that I ſhall love 
any Body, and I find my body, I know not how, fo 
apt. pray let's be gone, Siſter, I ſtand on Thorns, 
Mid. I Prithee Iſabella, i'faith I' have ſome buſineſs that 
concerns me, I will ſuſpect no more; here, wear that for 
me, and I'll pay the hundred pound you owe your Taylor: 
Enter Shorthoſe, Roger, Humphry, Ralph. | 
Jab. I had rather go, but 
id. Come walk in with me, well! go to Cards, un- 
ſaddle the Horſes. . 
Short. A Jubile ! a Jubile! we ſtay, Boys. Exeunt. 
Enter Uncle and Lance: Fountain, Bellamore and 
Hairbrain following. 
Unc. Are they behind us? 
Lance. Cloſe, cloſe, ſpeak aloud, Sir. 
Unc, I am glad my Nephew' has ſo much Diſcrediony. 
at length to find his: wants. Did ſhe entertain him: 
Lance. Moſt bravely, nobly, and gave him ſuch a wel. 
come! 
Unc, For his own ſake, do you think?» _ 
Lance. Moft certain, Sir, and in his own Cauſe beſtie's 
N . 


- 
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himſelf too, and wan ſuch hking from ber, ſhe dotes gn 
him, b'as the command of all the Houle already, 

Unc. He deals not weil with his Friends, 

Lance. Let him deal on, and be his own Friend, he has 
moſt need of her. 

Vac. I wonder they wou d put bim — 

Lance. Vou are in the right on 't a Man that muſt raiſe 
himſelf, I knew be wou'd cozen em, and glad I am he 
bas: He watch'd occaſion, and found it i'th' nick. 

| Une, He has deceiy'd me. 

| Lance. I told you, howſoever he wheel'd about, he wou'd 
charge home at length: How I cou'd laugh now, to think 
of theſe tame Fools! 

Unc.. 'T was not. well done, becauſe they truſted him, yet. 

_ Bel. Hark you, Gentlemen. 

Unc. We are upon a buſineſs, pray excule us; they have 
it home. 

Lance. Come, let it work good on Gentlemen. 

[Exeunt Uncle and Lance. 

Foxent, Tis true, he is a Knave, I ever thought it. 

Hair. And we are Fools, tame Fools. 

Bel. Come let's go ſeek him, he ſhall be hang'd before 
be colt us baſcly. [Exeunt. 

Enter Iſabella, aud Luce. 

Iſab. Art ſure ſhe loves him? 


Luce. Am I ſure I live? And I have clapt on ſuch a Com 


menda: ion on your Revenge. 

Iſab Faith, he is a pretty Gentleman. 

Luce. Handſome enough, and that her Eye has found aut, 

I/ab. He talks the beſt they ſay, and 21 my maddeſt. 

Luce. Has the right Way. 

1/ab. How is ſhe? 

Luce. Bears it well, as if ſhe car'd not, but a Man may 
fee with half an Eye through all her forc'd Behaviour, and 
ſiad wha is her Valentine. | 
Jab. Come let's go ſee her, I long to proſecute. 
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ab. 1 cou d burſt now. ¶Exeunt. 
Enter Valentine, Fountain, Bellamore, and Hairbrain. 
Val. Upbraid me with your benefits, you Pilchers, you 

ſhotten, ſold, flight Fellows? Was't not I that undertook. 
you firſt from empty Barrels, and brought thoſe barking - 
Mouths that gap'd like Bung-holes to utter Senſe? Where - 
got you Underſtanding ? Who taught you Manners and apt 
Carriage to rank yourſelves? Who filld you in fit Taverns? * 
Were thoſe born with your Worſnips when you came hi- 
ther? What brought you from the Univerſities of moment : 


matter to allow you, beſides your ſmall baſe Sentences? 


Bel. Tis well, Sir. 

Val. Long Cloaks wich two-hand Rapiers, boot-hoſes - 
with penny-poſes, and twenty Fools opinions, who look'd: 
on you but piping Rites that knew you wou'd be prizing,. 


and Prentices in Paul's Church- yard, that ſcented your want 
of Britains Books. 


Enter Widow, and Luce. 

Fount. This cannot ſave you. 

Val. Taunt my Integrity, you W helps? 

Bel. You may talk the ſtock we gave you out, but ſee+ 
no further, 

Hair, You tempt our Patience, we have found you out, 
and what your truſt comes to, you're well feather'd, thank. 
us, and think now of an honeſt Courſe, tis time; Men 


now begin to look, and narrowly-into your wang tricks, 
they are ſtale. 


Wid. Is not that he? 

Luce. Tis he. 

Mid. Be Kill and mark bim. | 

Val. How miſerable will theſe poor Wretches be when i 
farſake em! but things have their neceſſities. I am ſorry, 
to what a Vomit mult they turn again; now to their 
own dear Dunghil breeding; never hope, after 1 caſt you 
off, you Men of Motley, you moſt undone thiogs below 
pity, any that has a Soul 21 fix Pence dares relieve you, 
my Name ſhall bar that Bleſſing; there's your Cloak, Sir, 
Keep it dloſe to you, it may yet — you a UN 
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longer from the Fool; your Hat, pray be cover'd; and 


there's the Sattin that your Worſhip ſent me, will ve you 


at a Sizes yet. 

Fount. Nay, faith Sir, you may cen rub theſe out 
now. 

Val. No ſuch Relick, nor the leaſt rag of ſuch a ſordid 
weakneſs ſhall keep me warm; theſe Breeches are mine 
own, purchas'd, and paid for, without your Compaſſion, 
a- Chriſtian Breeches founded in Black-Friars;, and ſo 11! 
maintain em. 

Hair. So they ſeem, Sir. 

Val. Only the thirteen Shillings in theſe Breeches, and 
the odd Groat, I take it, ſhall be yours, Sir, a mark to 
know a Kaave by, pray preſerve it, do not diſpleaſe more, 
but take it preſently. Now help me off with my Boots. 
© Hair. We are no Grooms, Sir. 

Val. For once you ſhall be, do it willingly, or by this 
Hand I'll make you; 

Bel. To our own, Sir, we may apply our Hands. 

Val. There's your Hangers, you may deſerve a ſtrong pair, 
and a Girdle will hoid you without Buckles; now I am 
perfect, and now the proudeſt of your Worſhips tell me I am 
beholding to you. | 

Founs, No ſuch matter. 

Val. And take heed how you pity me, *cis dangerous, 
exceeding dangerous; to prate of pity; which are the poorer ? 
You are now Puppies ; I without you, or you without my 
Knowledge? be Rogues, and ſo be gone, be Rogues, and 
reply not, for if you do- . 

Bel. Only thus much, and then we'll 3 you: The 
Air is far ſharper than our Anger, Sir, and theſe you may 
reſerve to rail ia warmer. 

Hair: Pray have a care, Sir, of your Health. ¶ Ex. Lovers. 
Val. Yes Hog - hounds, more than you can have of your 
wits; tis cold, and I am very ſenſible, extremely cold too, 
yet I will not off; till I have ſhamed theſe Raſcals; I have 


indur d as ill heats as another, and every way if one cou'd 


periſh my Body, you'll bear the blame on t; I am colder here, 
nat a poor penny left. 
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Enter Uncle with a Bag. 

Unc.” *T'was taken rarely, and now he's flead he! will be 
ruled, 

Lance. To him, tew him, abuſe him, and nip him ke: 

Unc. Why how now, Couſin, ſunning your ſelf this 
weather ? 

Val. As you ſee, Sir, in a hot fit, I thank my Friends. 

Unc. But Couſin, where are your Cloaths, Man? Thoſe 
are rio [nheritance, your ſcruple may compound with thoſe 
take it, this is no faſhion, Couſin. 

Val. Not much follow'd, | muſt confeſs ; yet Uncle, 1 
determine to try what may be done next Term. 

Lance. How came you thus, Sir, for you are ſtrangely 
mov'd. 

Val. Rags, Toys and Trifles, fit only for thoſe Fools 
that firſt poſſeſſed em, and to thoſe Knaves they are ren- 
dred. Freemen, Uncle, ought to appear like Innocents, 
old Adam, a fair Fig-leaf ſufficient, 

Unc. Take me with you, were theſe your Friendy that | 
clear'd you thus ? 

Val. Hang Friends, and ev'n Reckonings that make 
Friends. 

Unc. I thought till now, there had been no ſuch Living, 
no ſuch Purchaſe, for all the reſt is Labour, as a Liſt of 
honourable Friends; do fuch Men as you, Sir, in Jieu of 
all your Underſtandings, Travels, and thoſe great gifts of 
Nature, aim at no more than caſting off your Coats? I am 
ſtrangely cozen d. 

Lance. Should not the Town ſhake at the cold you feel 
now, and all the Gentry ſuffer interdiction, no more ſenſe 
ſpoken, all things Goth and Vandal, till you be ſummed a= 
gain, Velvets and Scarlets, anointed with Gold Lace, and: 
Cloth of Silver turn'd into Spaniſh Cottons for a Penance, 
Wits blaſted with your Bulls, and Taverns wither'd, as 
though the Term lay at St. Albans? | 

Val. Gentlemen, you have ſpoken long and level, I be- 
ſeech you take Breath a while and hear me; you imagine 
now, by the twirling of your Strings, that I am atthe laſt, 
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as alſo that my ne are fowa like Swallows after 
Summer. 

Unc. Yes, Sir. 

Val. And that I have no more in this poor Pannier, to 
raiſe me up. again above your Rents, Uncle. 

Unc. All this I do believe. 

Val. You have ao mind to better me. 

Unc. Yes, Coulin, and to that end I come, and once 


more offer you all that my Paw'r is Maſter of, 


Val. A match then, lay medowa fifty Pounds there. 

Unc. There it is, Sir. 

Val. And on it write, that you are pleas'd to give this, 
as due unto my Merit, without caution. of Land redeeming: 
tedious, thanks, or thrift hereafter to be hoped for. 

Unc. How ? Luce lays à Suit and Letter at the Door. 

al. Without daring, when you are Drunk, to reliſh of 
Revilings, to which you are prone in Sack, Uncle, 

Unc. I thank you, Sir. a 

Lance, Come, come away, let the young Wanton play 
a while, away I ſay, Sir, let him go forward with his 
naked Faſhion, he will feek you to morrow ; goad!y wea- 


ther, ſultry hot, ſultry, how 1 ſweat ! 


Unc. Farewel, Sir. Zxeunt Uncle and Lance, 

Val. Wou'd 1 ſweat too, I am monſtrous yext, and cold 
too; and theſe are but thin Pumps to walk the Streets in; 
Cloaths I muſt get, this Faſhion will not fadge with me ; 
heſides, tis an ill Winter wear. What art thou? Yes, 
they are Cloaths, and rich ones, ſome Fool has left em: 
And if I ſhou'd utter - What's this Paper here? Let 
this be only worn by the moſt noble and deſerving 
Gentleman Valentine... - Dropt out o'th' Clouds 
I think they are full of Gold tooʒ well, l' leave my 
wonder, and be warm 4gaio, in in the next Houſe I'll 
ſnift. wh | 2 [ Exit. 
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C TC ROTERE 


Enter Franciſco, Uncle, and Lance, 
Fran. N do you deal thus with him? is un- 


Unc, Peace, Couſin, peace, you are too. tender of him, 
he muſt be dealt thus with, he muſt be cured thus, the 
iolence of his Diſeaſe, Franciſco, muſt nat be jeſted with, 
tis grown infectious, and now ſtrong Cotroſives muſt 
cure _ 

Lance, Was had a Stinger, bas eaten off his Cloaths, the 
next his * comes. 

Unc. And let it ſearch him to the Bones, tis better, *twill 
make him feel it. 

Lance. Where be his noble Friends now, Will bis fan- 
taſtical Opinions cloath him, or the learned Art of having 
nothing feed him ? : 

Unc. It muſt needs greedily, for all his Friends have 
flung him off, he is naked, and where to skin bimſelf a» 
gain, if I know, or can deviſe how he ſhou'd get him- 
ſelf Lodging, his Spirit muſt be bow'd, and now we have 
him, have him at that we hoped for. 

Lance, Next time we meet him cracking of Nuts, with 
half a Cloak about him, for all means are cut off, or bor- 
rowing fix Pence, to ſhew his Bounty in the Pottage Or- 
dinary ? 

Fran, Which way went he? 
Lance. Pox, why ſhou'd you ask after bim? you ; havs 
been trim'd already, let him take his Fortune, he ſpun it 

out himſelf, Sir, there's no pity. 

Unc, Beſides, ſome good to you now from this Miſery. 

Fran. I riſe upon his Ruins! fie, fie, Uncle, fie bhoneſt 
Lance, Thoſe Gentlemen were baſe People, that cou'd ſo 
ſoon take fire to his Deſtruction. 

Une, You are a Fool, you are a Fool, a young Man. 
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| Enter Valentine, 


Val. Moregw Uacle, morrow Frank, ſweet Frank, bd 


how, and how d'ye, think now, how ſhew Matters ? Mor- 
row Bandog. 


Unc. How ? 

Fran. ls this Man naked, forſaken of his Friends? 

Val. Thou'rt handſome, Frank, a pretty Gentleman, i'faith, 
thou look'ſt well, and yet here may be thoſe that look as 
handſome. 


Lance. Sure he can Conjure, a and has the Devil for his 
Taylor. 


Unc. New and rich! 'tis moſt impoſſible he ſhould 


recover. 


Lance. Give him this luck, and fling him into the Sea. 

Unc, Tis not he, Imagination cannot work this Mi- 
racle. | 

Pal. Yes, yes, tis he, I will aſſure you, Uncle, the 
very he, the he your Wiſdom plaid withal, I thank you 
for't, neigh'd at his Nakedneſs, and made his Cold and 
Poverty your Paſtime;. you fee I live, and the beſt can 
do no more Uncle, and though I have no State, I keep 
the Streets ſtall, and take my pleaſure in the Town, like 
a poor Gentleman, wear Cloaths to keep me warm, poor 
ns 4 they ſerve me, can make a ſhew too if I liſt, yes 
Uncle, and ring a peal in my Pockets, ding dong, Uncle, 
theſe are mad fooliſh ways, but who can help em? 

Unc. I am amaz'd. 

Lance. I'll fell my Copyhold, for ſince there are - ſuch 
excellent new nothings, why ſhou'd I labour? Is there no 
Fairy haunts him, no Rat, nor no old Woman? 

Duc. You are Valentine? | | 

Val. I think fo, I cannot tell, I have been call'd fo, and 
ſome lay Chriſten'd; why do you wonder at me, and ſwell, 
a5-if you had met a Serjeant faſting, did you ever know 


Deſert want? You're Fools, a little ſtoop there may be to 


allay him, he wou'd grow too rank elſe, a ſmall Eclipſe to 
ſhadow him, but out he muſt break, glowingly again, and 
5 a great ER look you Uncle, Motion and Majeſty. 
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Unc. I am confounded. | EY 
Fran, I am of his Faith. 
Val, Walk by his careleſs Kinſman, and turn again and 


walk, and look thus, Uncle, taking ſome one by the Hand 
he loves beſt, leave them to the Mercy of the Hog · market, 


come Frank, Fortune is now my Friend, let me inſtruct 
thee. 


Fran. Good morrow, Uncle, I muſt needs go with him. 
Mal. Flay me, and turn me out where none inhabits, 
within two Hours I ſhall be thus again; now wonder on, 
and laugh at your own Tgncrance. Ex. Val. and Franc. 

Unc. I do believe him. 

Lance. So do I, and heartily upon wy Conſcience, bury 
him ſtark naked, he wou'd riſe again, within two hours 
imbroider d. Sow Muſtard-ſeeds, and they cannot come 
up ſo thick as his new Sattins do, and Cloths of Silver, 
there's no ſtriving. 


Unc, Let him play a while then, and let's ſearch out 
what hand: = 

Lance. Ay, there the Game lies. | [Exeunt, 

Enter Fountain, Bellamore, and Hairbrain. 

Fount. Come, let's ſpeak for our ſelves, we have lodg'd 
him ſure enough, his Nakedneſs dare not peep outtocroſs us. 

Bel. We can have no admittance. 

Hair, Let's in boldly, and uſe our beſt Arts, who he 
deigns to favour, we are all content, 

Fount, Much good may do her with bim, no Civil Warr, 

Bel. By no means. Now do I wonder in what old tod 
vie he lies whiſtling for Means, nor Cloaths he hath none, 
nor none will truſt him, we have made that fide ſure, teach 
him a new wooing. 

Hair. Say it is his Uncle's ſpite. 4.97 

Fount. It is all one, Gentlemen, thats rid us of a fair 
incumbrance, and makes us look about to our own For- 
tunes. Who are theſe? a EF. 

Enter Iſabella and Luce. 
Jab. Not fee this Man yet! well, 1 ſhall be wiſer: But 


Lace, didſt ever know a Woman melt f {o? ſhe is finely hurt 
to hant, Luce, 
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Luce. Peace, the three Suitors. 


 Tjab. I cou'd ſo titter now and laugh; [ was loſt, Luce, 
and 1-muſt love, I know not what; O Cupid, what pret- 


ty gins thou haft to halter Woodcocks! and we muſt into 


the Country in all haſte, Luce. 

Luce. For Heav'n's ſake, Miſtreſs. 

Jab. Nay, I have done. I muſt laugh though; but Scho- 
dar, I ſhall teach you. 

Fount. Tis her Siſter. 

Bel. Save you, Ladies. 

" Tfab. Fair met Gentlemen, you are viſiting my Siſter, 
1 aſſure my ſelf. 

Hair. We wou'd fain bleſs our Eyes. 

Tab. Behold and welcome, you wou'd ſee her ? 

Font. Tis our buſineſs. 

"Jab. You ſhall ſee her, and you ſhall talk with her, 

A She will not ſee em, nor ſpend a word. 

I'll make her fret a thouſand, nay now I have found 
hs Scab, I will ſo ſcratch her. 
Tuace. She cannot eadure em. 

Iſab. She loves em but too dearly; come follow me, [' 
bring you to th party, Arn aca) then make your own 
Conditions. 

Luce. She is ſick, you know. 

Fab. III make her well, or kill her; and take no idle 
anſwer, you are Fools then, nor ſtand off for her State, 
ſhell ſcorn you all then, but urge ber fill, and though IM be 


me fret, ſtill follow her; a Widow muſt be won ſo. 


'Bel. She ſpeaks bravely. wh 
Jab. I wou' d fain have a Brother in Law, I love Mens 


company, and if ſhe call for Dinner to avoid you, be ſure ell 
you ſtay ; follow her into her Chamber, if ſhe retire to 
Fray. pray with her, and boldly, like honeſt Lovers. fay 
Luce. This will Kill her. der 
Fuunt. You have ſhewed us one way, do but lead the If ©"! 
tother. ay 
1/6. I know you ſtand o'thorns, come Pll diſpatch you, Fel 
Lace. If you live after this. | plo 
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7/46, I have loſt my im. [Exe 

Enter Valentine, and Franciſco. 

Fran. Did you not ſee em ſince? 

Val. No, hung em, hang em. 

Fran. Nor will you not de ſeen by em. 

Val. Let em alone, Frank, I'll make em their dyn 
Juſtice, and a Jer ker. | 

Fran. Such baſe diſeourtevus Dog-whelps, = | 

Val. Tſhalldog em, and double dog em, e er I have done. 

Fran, Will you go with me, for I would fan find out 
this piece of bounty, it was the Widow's Man, that 1 am 
certain op. | | 

Val, To what end wou'd you go? 

Fran, To give Thanks. 

Val. Hang giving Thanks, haſt not thou Parts deſerve 
it? it includes 'a further will to be be holding; Beggars 
can do no more at door; if you will go, there es your way. 

Fran, I hope you will zo. 

Val. No not in Cetemony, and to a Woman, with mine 
'own Father, were he living. Frank; 1 wou'd to th. Court 
with Bears firſt, if it be that Wench I think it is, for 
tother's wiſer, I wou'd not be ſo lockt _ and laugbt 
at, fo made à Ladder for her Wit to climb upon, for tis 
the tarteſt Tit in Chriſtendom, I ko her 'well Frank, and 
have buckled with her, ſo lickt, and ſttoaked, flear'd upon, 
and flouted, and ſnoven to Chamber- raids, lie a ſtrange 
Beaſt, ſne had: purchas d with her penn. | 

Fran. You are a ſtrange Man, but do you think it was 
2a Woman? 

Val. There's no doubt on't, who can be there to Yo!it 
elſe? beſides the manner of the Circumſtances. 

Fran. Then ſuch Courteſies, who ever does em, Sir, 
ſaving your own Wiſdom, mult be more lookt into, and 
better anfwer d, than with deſtrving flights, or What we 
onght to have conferred upon us, Men may ſtarve elſe. 
Means are not gotten now with crying out I am a Gallant 
Fellow, a good Soldier, a Mam of Leateing, or fit to be em- 
ploy,  intntedinre"BleiGogs''crdſe "ke "Miracles, and r 
mu 
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muſt grow by ſecond Means. I pray go with me, eva 
as you love me, Sir, 
Val. I will come to thee, but Frank, I will not ſtay to 


hear your Fopp'ries, diſpatch thoſe ere I come. 


Fran. You will not fail me. 
Val. Some two hours hence expect me. 
Fran. 1 thank you, and will look for you. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Widow, Shorthoſe, and Roger. 
Mid. Who let in theſe Puppies? You blind Raſcals, you 
dtunken Knaves ſeveral. 
Short. Yes for ſooth, I'll let 'em in n 


? Gentlemen. 


IWid. Sprecious, you blown Pudding, bawling Rogue. 

Short. I bawl as loud as I can, wou'd you have me fetch 
em upon my back? 

id. Get em out, Raſcal, out with em, out, I ſweat 
to have em near me. 

Short. I ſhou'd ſweat more to carry 'em out. 

Roger. They are Gentlemen, Madam. | 

Short. Shall we get em into th* Buttery, and make en 


Drunk? 


Mid. Do any thing, fo I be eas'd. 
Enter Iſabella, Fountain, Bellamore, and Hairtrain. 
Tab. Now to her Sir, fear nothing. 
Rog. Slip afide Boy, I know ſhe loves em, how ſoever 
carries it, and has invited em, my young Miſtreſs told me fo 
Short. Away to Tables then. [ Exe. Short. Rog 
Jab. I ſhall burſt with the ſport on't. 
Fount, You are too curious, Madam, too full of prep 
ration, we expect it not. 
Bel. Methinks the Houſe is handſome, every place de 
cent, what need you be vext? 
Flair. We are no Strangers. 
Fount. What though we come ere you expected vs, « 


not we know your Entertainments, Madam, are free, at 


full at all times? 
id. Lou are merry, Gentlemen. | 
| Bel, we come to be merry, . and very merr 
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Men love to laugh heartily, and now and then Lady a lit- 
fle of our old Plea. (me? 

Mid. I am bufie, and very buſie too, will none deliver 

Hair. There is a time for all, you may be buſie, but when 
your Friends come, you have as much pow'r, Madam, 

Mid. This is a tedious Torment. 

Fount. How handſomely this little piece of Anger ſhews . 
upon her! well Madam, well, you know not how to grace 
your (elf. 

Bel. Nay every thing ſhe does breeds a new ſweetneſs. 

id. I muſt go up, I muſt go up, I have a buſineſs 
Waits upon me; ſome Wine for the Gentlemen. 

Hair. Nay, we'll go with you, we never ſaw your 
Chimbers yet. Jſab. Hold there, Boys. 

Mid. Say I go to my Prayers? 

Fount. We'll pray with you, and help your Meditations. 

Mid. This is boifterous; or fay I go to fleep, will you 
go to ſleep with me? 

Bel. So ſuddenly before Meat will be dangerous, we 
know your Dinner's ready, Lady, you will not fleep. 

Mid. Give me my Coach, I will take the Air. 

Hair, We'll wait on you, and then your Meat after a 
quickned Stomach. 

Vid. Let it alone, and call my Steward to me, and bid 
him bring his reckonings into the Orchard: Theſe unmau- 
nerly rude Puppies -L [Exit Widow. 

 Fount. We'll walk after you, and view the pleaſure of 
the Place. 

Iſab. Let her not reſt, for if you give her breath, ſhell 
ſcorn and flout you, ſeem how ſhe will, this is the way 
to win her, be bold and proſper, 

Bel, Nay if we do not tire her,-----= ¶ Exeunt Lovers, 

Jab. I'll teach you to worm me, good Lady, Siſter, 
and peep into my Privacies to ſuſpect me, I' torture 
you, with that you hate, moſt daintily, and when I have 
done that, laugh at that you love moſt, 


C _"Buter | 
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Enter Luce. 


aw What have you done? ſhe chafes and fumes out- 


raziouſly, ard full they Perſecute her. 

Iſab, Long may they do fo, I'll teach her to Aeli 
againſt, my Pities; why is ſhe not gone out o'th' Town, 
but gives occaſion for Men to run mad after her? 

Luce, I ſhall be hang'd. 

Jab. This in me had been high Treaſon, three at 2 
time, and private in her Orchard! I hope ſhe'll caſt her 
e n right now. 

Enter Widow. 
| mid. Well, I hall find who brought em. 

Jab. Ha, ha, ha. 

Mid. Why do you laugh, Siſter? I fear me tis your 
trick, *twas neatly done of you, and well becomes your 
Pleaſure. 

Jab. What have you done with 'em ? 

Mid. Lockt em i' th' Orchard, there I'll make 'em 
dance and caper too, before they get their liberty, unman- 
nerly rude Puppies. 

Iſab. They are ſomewhat ſaucy, but yet PI] let em our, 
and ance more found em; why were they not beaten out? 
Mid. 1 was about it, but becauſe they came as Suitors. 

Jab. Why do you not anſwer em? 


. Wid. They are ſo impudent they will receive none: 


More yet! How came theſe in ? 
Enter. Franciſco and Lance. 
Lance. At the Door, Madam, 
Jab. It is that Face. 
Luce. This is the Gentleman. 
Mid. She ſent the Mony too? 
Luce. The ſame. 
Jab. I'll leave you, they have * buſineſs. 
id. Nay, you ſhall ſtay, Siſter, they are Strangers 
both to me; how ber Face alters! 
I{ab. I am ſorry he comes now. | 
id. | am glad he is here now though, Who wou'd 
you ſpeak with, Gentlemen? 
Lance. 


% * 
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Lance. Vou Lady or your fair Siſter there, bere s 2 
Gentleman that has receiv'd a benefit. 


Mid. From whom, Sir? 
Lance. From one of you, as he hab, Madam, your 


Man deliver'd it. 


IWid. 1 pray go forward. 
Lance. And of ſo great a Goodneſs, that hedares not, with 


out the tender of his Thanks and Service, pals by the Houle, 

id. Which is the Gentleman? 

Lance. This, Madam. 

id. What's your Name, Sir? 

Fran. They that know me call me Franciſco, Lady, one 
not ſo proud to ſcorn ſo timely a Benefir, nor ſo wretched 
to hide a Gratitude. 

Mil. It is well beſtow'd then. f 

Fran. Vour fair ſelf, or your Siſter, as it ſeems, for what 
Deſert I dare not know, unleſs a handſome Subject for your 
Charities, or aptneſs in your noble Will to do it, have ſhowr'd 
upon my Wants a timely Bounty, which makes me rich 
in Thanks, my beſt Inheritance. | 

Mad. I am ſorry it was not mine, this is the Gentlewo- 
man ; fie, do not bluſh, go roundly to the —_— the 
Man is a pretty Man. 

1/ab. You have three fine ones. 

Fran. Then to you, dear Lady? 

Jab. I pray no more, Sir, it l may perſwade you, your 
only aptneſs to do this is Recompence, and more than 1 
expected, 

Fran. But good Lady. 

Jab. And for me further to be acquainted with b it, ths 
ſides the imputation of vain Glory, were greedy thankings 
of my ſelf, I did it not to be more affected to; I did it, 
and it it bappen d where J thought i it fitted, I have my end; 
more to enquire is curious in either of us, more . that 
ſuſpicious. 

Fran. But gentle Lady, twill be neceſſary. e 

Vab. About the right way nothing, do not fright it, 
being to pious uſe and tender-fighted, with the blown Face 

C 2 of 
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of Compliments, it blaſts it. Had you net come at all, 
- but thought Thanks, it had been too much, tw¾as not te 
ſee your Perſon, 

id. A brave diſlembling Rogue, and how ſhe carries it! 
Jab. Though I believe few handſomer ; or hear you, 
though I affect a good Tongue well; or try you, though 
my Years deſire a Friend, that I reliev'd you. 

id. A plaguy cunning Quean. 

Jab. For fo 1 Amel it, my end's too glorious in mine 
Eyes. and better d the goodneſs I propounded with Opinion. 
Wid. Fear her not, Sir. 
Jab. You cannot catch me, Siſter. 

Fran. Will you both teach, and tie my Tongue up, Lady? 
Jab. Let it ſuffice you have it, it was never mine, whilſt 
good Men wanted it. 

Lance. This is a Saint fure. 

Iſab. And if you be not ſuch a one, ceſtore it. 

Fran. To commend my ſelf, were more officious than 
you think my Thanks are, to doubt I may be worth your 
Gift a Treaſon, both to mine own good and underſtand- 
ing, I know my Mind clear, and though Modeſty tells me, 
he that intreats intrudes; yer I muſt think ſomething, and 


been elſe. 
id. What ward for that, Wench ? 
Iſab. Alas, it never touch'd me. 


took upon a forc'd ill Manners. 

Jab. The laſt of me, if ever you uſe other. 

Tran. How may I do, and your way, to be thought a 

ul Taker ? 

Iſab. Spend it, and ſay nothing, your Modeſty may de- 

ve more. 

Wid. © Siſter, will you bar Thankfulneſs? 

Iſab. Dogs dance for Meat, wou'd you have Men do 
worle? For they can ſpeak, cry out like Wood-mongers, 
good deeds by the hundreds, I did it that my beſt Friend 
ſhould aot know it, Wine and vain Glory does as much 

a 


/ 


of ſome Seaſon, met with your better taſte, this had not 


Fran. Well, gentle Lady, yours is the firſt Mooy I ever 


[> „ 
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2s 1 elſe, if you willforce my Merit, againſt my Mean» | 
ing, uſe it in well beſtowing it. in ſhewing it came to be 
a benefit, and was fo; and not examining a Woman did 
it, or to what end, in not believing ſometimes your ſelf, when 
Drink and ſtirring Converſation may ripen ſtrange perfuaſion*, 

Fran, Gentle Lady, I werea baſe Receiver of a Courteſie 
and you a worſe Diſpoſer, were my Nature unfurnifhed of 
theſe fore- ſights. Ladies honours were ever in my Thoughts 
unſpotted Crimes, their good Deeds holy Temples, where 
the Incenſe burns not to common Eyes; your fears are 
virtuous, and ſo I ſhall preferve em. 

Jab. Keep but this way, and from this place to tell me fo, 
you have paid me; and ſo I wiſhyouſee all Fortune, [Exiz. 

id. Fear not, the Woman will be thank'd, I do not 
doubt it. Are you fo crafty, carry it ſo preciſely? This is 
to wake my Fears, or to abuſe me, I ſhall look narrowly; 
deſpair not Gentlemen, there is an hour to catch a Womars 
in, if you be wife, ſo, I muſt leave you too; Now will 
I go laugh at my Suitors. "+480 LE ru. 

Lance. Sir, what courage? 1 | 

Fran, This Woman is a Founder, and cites Statutes to 
all her benefits. 

Lance. I never knew yet, fo few Years and ſo cunning, 
yet believe me ſhe has an itch, but how to make her con- 


| feſs it, for it is a crafty Tit, and plays about you, will not 


bite home, ſhe would fain, but ſhe dares not; carry your 
ſelf but fo diſcreetly, Sir, that want or wamonnefs ſeem 
not to ſearch you, and you ſhall ſee her open, 

Fran. I do love her, and were I rich, wou'd give two 
thouſand pound to wed her Wit but one hour, oh 'tis @ 
Dragon, and fuch a ſpritely way of Pleafure, ha Lance. 

Lance. Your ha Lance broken once, you would cry, ho, 
ho, Lance. | 

Fran, Some leaden landed Rogue will have this Wench 
now, when all's done, ſome ſuch Youth will carry her, and 
wear her, greaſie out like ſtuff, fome Dunce that knows no 
more but Markets, and admires nothing but a. lang charge 
a Sizes: O the Fortune ii: 

f | C 3, 


Enter © 


54 Wir without Mo v. 


Enter Iſabella and Luce. 

Lance. Comfort your elf. 

Tuce. They are here yet, and alone too, boldly. uf . 
Nay, Miſtreſs, I ſtill told you, how *twou'd find your truſt, 
this 'tis to venture your Charity upon a Boy. 

Lance. Now, what's the matter? Stand faſt, and like 
your (elf. 

Jab. Prithee no more, Wench. 

Luce. What was his want to vou? 

Jab. Tis true. 

Luce. Or Miſery, or ſay he had been i'th' Cage, was 
there no Mercy to look abroad but yours? 

Jab. I am paid for fooling, 

Luce, Muſt every ſlight Companion that can purchaſe 
2 ſhew of Poverty and beggarly Planet fail under your 
Compaſſion? 

Lance, Here's a new matter, 

Luce. Nay, you are ſerv'd but too well, here he ſtays yet, 
yet as I live, 

Fran. How her Face alters on me! 

Luce. Out of a confidence, I hope. 

Jab. I am glad on't. 

Fran. How do you, gentle Lady? 
| Lab. Much aſhamed, Sir, but firſt ſtand further olf me, 
you're infectious, to find ſuch Vanity, nay almoſt Impu- 
dence, where I believ'd a Worth: Is this your Thanks, the 
Gratitude you were ſo mad to make me, your trim Coun» 
ſel, Gentlemen ? 8 
Tance. What, Lady? 

Fab. Take your device again, it will not ſerve, Sir, the 
Woman will not bite, you are finely cczen'd, drop it no 
more for ſhame, 

Luce. Do you think you are here, Sir, amongſt your 
Waſt-coateers, your baſe Wenches that ſcratch at ſuch oc- 
cafions ? You are deluded: This is a Gentlewoman of a 
noble Houſe, born to a better Fame than you can build her, 
and Eyes above your pitch. | | 

Fran, be do — N 
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1/ab. Then I beſeech you, Sir, hat cou'd you ſee, (ſpeak 


boldly, and ſpeak truly, ſhame the Devil.) in nm beha- 


viour of ſuch eaſineſs that you durſt venture to do this? 


Fran. You amaze me, this Ring is none of mine, nor 
did I drop it. 


Luce. I ſaw you drop it, Sir. 
I/ab, I took it up too, ſtill looking when your Modeſty 
ſhou'd miſs it, why, what a Childiſh part was this? 


Fran. I vow. . 


Jab. Vow me no Vows, he that dares do this, has bred 
himſelf to boldneſs, to forſwear too; there take your gew- 
gaw, you are too much pamper'd, and I repent my part, 
as you grow older grow wiſer if you can, and fo farewel 
Sir. ¶Exeunt lfabella, and Luge, 

Lance. Grow wiſer if you can? She has put it to you, 
tis a rich Ring, did you drop it? 

Fran. Never, ne'er {aw it afore, Laxce. 

Lance. Thereby hangs a Tail then: What flight ſhe 
makes to catch her ſelf ! Look up Sir, you cannot loſe her 
if you would, how daintily ſhe flies upon the Lure, and 
cunningly ſhe makes her ſtops ! whiſtle and ſhe'll come to 
you. 

Fran. I wou'dI were fo happy. | 

Lance. Maids are Clocks, the greateſt Wheel, they ſhows 
goes {loweſt to us, and make's hang on tedious hopes ; the 
leſſer, which are conceal'd, being often oy'd with Wiſhes, 
flee like deſires, and never leave that Motion, till the Tongue 
ſtrikes; ſhe is Fleſh, Blood and Marrow, young as her pur- 
pole, and ſoft as pity ; no Monument to Worſhip, but a 
Mould to make Men in, a neat one, and I know how er 
ſhe appears now, which is near enough, you are ſtark blind 
if you hit not ſoon at Night; ſhe wou'd venture forty” 
Pounds more but to feel a Flea in your Shape bite her ; 


Drop no more Rings forſooth, this was the prettieſt wy 
to know her Heart by, | 


Fran. Thou put'ſt me in much comfort, 85 
Lance. Put your ſelf in good comfort, if ſhe do not point 
you out the way, drop no more _ ſhe'll drop her ſelf 


into you, C4 Frank. 
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Fran. 1 my Brother comes not. : 
Langg. Let him alone, and feed your ſelf on your own 

* Fortanes; come be frolick, and let's be monſtrous wiſe, 
and full of counſel; drop no more Rings. [Exennt. 

Enter Widow, Fountain, Bellamore, and Hairbrain. 

Wid. If you will needs be fooliſh you muſt be us'd fo: 
Who ſent for you? Who entertain'd you, Gentlemen? 
Who bid you welcome hither ? You came crowding, 
and impudently bold; preſs on my Patience, as if I kept a 
Houſe for all. Companions, and of all forts: Will *have 
your Wills, will vex me and force my liking from * 
I ne'er ow'd you? 

Fount, For all this we will dine with you. 

Bel. And for all [this will have a better Anſwer from 
you, 

id. You ſhall never, neither have an Anſwer nor Din; 
ner, unleſs you uſe me with a more ſtaid Reſpect, and ſtay 
your time too, 

Enter Iſabella, Shorthoſe, Roger, Humpbry, 
Ralph, with Diſhes of Meat. 

Jas. Forward with the Meat now. 

Rog. Come, Gentlemen, march fairly. 

Short. Roger, you are a weak Serving-man, your white 
Broath runs from you; fie, how I ſweat under this Pile of 
Beef; an Elephant can do no more! Oh for ſuch a Back 
now, and in theſe times, what might a Man arrive at! 
Gooſe, graſe you up, and Woodcock march behind therz. 
I am almoſt foundred, 

Wid. Who bid you bring the Meat yet? Away you 
Kanaves, I will not Dine theſe two hours: How am I vext 
and chat d ! go carry it back, and tell the Cook he's an 
arrant Raſcal, to ſend before I call'd. 

_ Short. Face about, Gentlemen, beat a mournful March 
then, and give ſome Supporters, or ciſe I periſ 
| Exeamt Servants. 
Jab. It does me much good to fee her chafe thus. 


_ Hair, We can tay, Madam, and. will tay and dwell here, 
.tig. good Air. | 0 


— 
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Hunt. 1 know you have Beds enough, and Mes you 


neyer want. 

id. You want a little, 

Bel. We dare to pretend no, Since you are churliſh,. 
we'll give you Phyſick, you muſt purge this Anger, it burus 
you and decays you- 

mid. If I had you out once, I wou'd be at the charge: 
of a Portcullis for you. 

Enter Valentine, 
Val. Good morrow, noble Lady, 


id. Good morrow, Sir. How ſweetly now be looks; 


2 bow full manly! What Slaves were theſe to uſe him 


* I come to look a young Man I call Brother. 

id. Such a one was here, Sir, as I remember your 
own Brother, but gone almoſt an hour ago. 

Val. Good E'en then, 

id. You muſt not ſo ſoon, Sir; here be ſome Gentle- 
men, it may be you we acquainted with ern. 

Hair, Will nothing make him miſerable ? 

Fount, How glorious ! 

Bel. It is the very he; does it rain Fortunes, or has be 
a Familiar ? 

Hair. How doggedly he looks too ? | 

Fuuns. | am beyond my Faith, pray let's be going, 

Val. Where are theſe Gentlemen? 

Wid. Here, 

val. Yes, I know em, and will be more familiar. 

Bel. Morrow, Madam. 

Mid. Nay ſtay and dine. 


Val. You ſhall ay till I talk with you, and not tint 
neither, but faſtingly my Fury ; you think you have un- 
e, think ſo till, and — that belief; till o 


be company for Court- hand ks, and ftary'd Attor- 
nies, till you break in at euys like Prentices for three 
a Groat, and crack Nuts with the Scholars in penny Rooms 
again, and fight for Apples, *till you return to what I 
found you, People betray'd into the hands of Fencers, 


. Challengers, 


| 
| 
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Challengers, Tooth-drawers Bills, and tedious Proclama- W dy 
tions in Meak-markets,” with throngings to ſee Cut-purſes, MW (ha 
Stier not, but hear, and mark, Il] cut your Throats elſe, 
till Water-works, and rumours of New-Rivers rid you 
again, and run you into Queſtions who built Thames, 'till 
you run mad for Lotteries, and ſtand there with your Ta- 
bles to glean the Golden Sentences, and cite em 'ſecret}y 
to Serving-men for ſound Effays, 'till Taverns allow you 
but a Towel-room to Tipple Wine in, that the Bell hath 
gone for twice, and Glaſſes that look like broken Promiſes, 
tied up with wicker Proteſtations, Engliſh Tobacco with 
| half Pipes, nor in half a Year once burnt, and Bisket that 
Bawds have rub'd their Gums upon like Corals to bring 
the mark again, tell theſe hour Raſcals ſo, this moſt fatal 
hour will come again, think I fit down the Loſer, 

Hd. Will you ſtay, Gentlemen, a piece ot Beef, and Fr 
a cold Capon, that's all, you know you are welcome. G 

Humph, That was caſt to abuſe us. 

Bel. Steal off, the Devil is in his Anger. 

Mid. Nay 1 am ſure you will not leave me fo diſcour- 
teouſiy, now I have provided for you, 

Val. What do you here? Why do you vex a Woman of 
her Goodneſs, her State and Worth? Can you bring a fair Si 
Certificate that you deſerve to be her Footmen? Husbands, 
you Puppies? Husbands for Whores and Bawds, away 

you Wind- ſuckers; do not look big, nor prate, nor ſtay, 
nor grumbie, and when you are gone, ſeem to laugh at 
my tury, and {light this Lady, I ſhall hear, and know 
this: And though I am not bound to fight for Women, 
as far as they are good I dare preſerve em: Be not too 
bold, for if you be, Il ſwinge you monſtrouſly without 
all pity, your Honours now go, avoid me mainly. [Exonnt. 

Wid. Well, Sir, you have deliver d me, I thauk 
and with your Nobleneſs prevented Danger, theirs 


-might utter, we'll all gag =} * 
ay ſelf with woſken' 


Val. No, no, I dare 
80 to your Meat, cat little, fake Jeſs caſe, and tie your Bo- 
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dy to a daily Labour, you may live honeſtly, and fo I 1 


thank you, Exit. 
id. Well, go thy ways, thou art a noble Fellow, and 
ſome Means I muſt work to have thee Know it, 


— 


— * 
F 


SCENE | 


. 


Enter Uncle and Merchant. 
OST certain 'tis her Hands that hold him up, 
and her Siſter relieves Frank. | 

Mer. | am glad to hear it: But wherefore do they not 
purſue this Fortune to ſome fair end? 

Unc. The Women are too crafty, Valentine too coy, and 
Frank too baſhful ; had any wiſe Man hold of ſuch a Bſeſ- 
ſiag, they wou'd ſtrike it out o th flint but they would form 
It. 


Unc. 


Enter Widow and Shorthoſe. 
Mer. The Widow ſure, why does ſhe ſtir ſo eulyt 
Mid. Tis ſtrange I cannot force him to underſtand me, 
and make a Benefit of what I wou'd bring him: Tell my 


Siſter I'll uſe my Devotions at home this Morning, ſhe 


may if ſhe pleaſe go to Church. 
Short. Hey ho. 
id. And do you wait upon Fe with a Torch, Sir? 
Short, Hey ho, | 
Wid. You lazy Knave. 


F 7 


* 


Short. Here is ſuch a tinkle tanklings that we can ne er 


lie quiet, and ſleep our Prayers out, Ralph, pray empty 


my right Shoe that you made your Chamber pot, and burn 


a little Roſemary in't, I muſt wait upon my Lady, This 
Morning Prayer has brought me into a Conſumption, : 
bave nothing left but Fleſh and Bones about me., 


Mid. You drouſie Slave, nothing but Sleep and Swit- 


ling? 


been, and haunted with the ** Mare. 


> 


Short, Had you been bitten with Bandogy-fleas, as hae : 
v. 


* 


1 


— . * 
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Wid. With an Ale- pot, 


| Shorts You wou'd have little liſt to Morning Prayers, 


pray take my fellow R-, he has a Palm Book, I am. 
an ingrum Man. 


Wil. Get you ready quickly, and when ſhe is ready, 
wait upon her handſomely ; no more, be gone. 


Short. If Ido ſnore my part out- {Exis Short. 


Unc. Now to our purpoſes. 

Mer. Good morrow, Madam. 

id. Good morrow, Gentleman. 

Duc. Good Joy and Fortune, 

M. Theſe are good things, and worth my thanks, I 
thank you, Sir. 

Mer. Much Joy L hope you'll find, we came to gratu- 
late your new knit Marriage- band. 

id. How ? 

Uſc. He's a Gentleman, although he de my Kinſman, 
- my fair Niece. 

Mid. Niece, Sir? 

Unc: Yes, Lady, now I may fay ſo, tis no ſhame to 
you, I ſay a Gentleman, and winking at ſome light Fan- 
cies, which you moſt happily may affect him for, as brave- 
I carried, as nobly bred and manag'd. 

ud. What's all this? I underſtand you not, What Niece, 
what Marriage knot ? 

Dc VII tell phinly, you are my Niece, and Valentine 
the Gentleman has made you ſo by Marriage. | 
 Wid. Marriage? 

Unc. Yes Lady, and 'twas a noble and virtuous *. 
To take a falling Man to your Protection, 

And buoy him up again to all his Glories. 

Wid. The Men are mad. 


Mer. What though he wanted theſe outward things, 
that fly away like Shadows, was not his Mind a full one, 
and a brave one? You have Wealth enough to give bim 
gloſs and outſide, and he Wit enough to give ay to 9 | 


2 Lady. 
TUuc. I ever thought he wou'd' do well; | 
A © * „ 1 * 5 
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Mer. Nay, I knew, however he wheel'd about like 
looſe Cabine, he wou'd charge home at length, like a brave 
Gentleman ; Heav'n's Bleſſing o' your Heart Lady, we are 
ſo bound to honour you, in all your Service ſo devoted to 
you, 


better à general Joy; no ſtirring here yet, come, come 
you cannot hide em. 


mid. Pray be not impudent, theſe are the fineſt Toys, 


be like I am married then? 

Mer. You are in a miſerable Eſtate in the World's account 
elſe, I wou'd not for your Wealth it come to doubt 
in 

2 And I am great with Child ? 

Unc, No, great they ſay not, but tis a full opinion you: 
are with Child, and great Joy among the Gentlemen, 
your Husband hath: beſtirred himſelf fairly. 


Mer. Alas, we know his private hours of Entrance, how 
long, and when he ſtaid, cou'd name the Bed too, where 


he paid down his firſt Fruits. 

Wid. I ſhall believe anon. 

Unc. And we conſider for ſome private Reaſons, you 
wou'd have it private, yet take your own Pleaſure; and 
ſo good morrow, my beſt Niece,. my ſweeteſt. 

Wid. No, no, pray ſtay. 

Unc. I know you kart be with him, love bin, and 
love him well. * ny 

Mer. You'll find him noble; this ——' 

dg It muſt needs work upon T3 - * 
| b iS | [ Exe. Uncle and Merchaot. 

Will e fine bobs faith, married, and with Child 
too ! 
Fellow&*rhey# ſhould not come to flout; married, and bed - 
ded ; the World takes notice tool Where lies this May« 
game? I cou dhe vext extreamly now, and rail too, but 


'tis to no end; * L itch a little, mult 1 de ſcratche | 3 


—— 9 — 


Unc. Do not look ſo ſtrange, Widow, i it a known;. | 


long has this been, I trow ? They ſeem grave 
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Enter Humphry, à Servant. 
Humph. Madam; 


Mi. Make ready my Coach quickly, and wait you on⸗ 


ly, and hark you, Sir, be ſecret and * inquire out 


where he lies. 


Humph. I ſhall do it, Madam. 
md. Married and got with Child in a dream ! tis fine 
faith; ſure he that did this, would do better waking. 
Exit. 
Enter Valentine, Franciſco, Lance, and a Boy with a Torch, 
_ Val. Hold thy Torch handſomely: How doſt thou, 
Frank? Peter Baſſel, bear up. 

Fran, You have fried me ſoundly, Sack do you call this 
Drink ? 

Val. A ſhrewd Dog, Frank, will bite e 

Lance. Now cou'd I fight, and fight with thee, 

Val, With me, thou Man of Memphis ? 

Lance, But that thou art my own natural Maſter, yet my 
Sack ſays thou art no Man, thou art a Pagan, and pawne(t 
thy Land, which a noble Cauſe. 

Val; No arms, nor arms, good Lancelot, dear Lance, no 
fighting here, we will have Lands, Boy, Livings, and Ti- 
tles, thou ſhalt be a Vice-Roy, hang fighting, hang't, tis 
out of faſhion, 

Lance, I wou'd fain labour you into your Lands *, 
go to, it is behoveful. 

Fran. Fie, Lance, fie. 

Lance. I muſt beat ſome Body, and why not my Maſter, 
before a Stranger? Charity and beating begins at 4 | 

yal, Come, thou. ſhale beat me. 

Lance. | will not be compel'a, and you are 0 Ma- 
ters, I ſcorn the Motion, 

Val. Wilt thou ſleep ? 0 

Lance. I ſcorn Sleep. 

Val. Wilt thou go eat? 

Lance. I ſcorn Meat, I come for YE I come to 
wait upon wy Charge diſcreetly; for look you, 1 you will 

Qot 


*% 


. * 


you on⸗ 


uire out 


tis fine 

vaking. 
Exit. 
Torch, 

| thou, 


call this 


yet my 
awneſt 


ce, no 
nd Ti- 
't,, tis 


again, 


of Malligo, lace on the Helmet of iachanted Sack, and 
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not take your Mortgage again, here do I lie St- George, and 
ſo forth. 

Val. And here do I, St. George, beſtride the Dragon, 
thus with my Lance. 

Lance. I ting, I ſting with my Tail. 

Val. Do you ſo, do you ſo, Sir? I ſhall Tail you preſently, 

Fran, By no means, do not hurt him. 

Val, Take this, Ne/ſon, and now rife, thou Maiden Knight 


charge again, 

Lance. Vl play no more, you abuſe me, will you go ? 

Fran, I'll bid you good morrow, Brother, for ſleep I 
cannot, I have a thouſand Faneies, 

Val, Now thou art arriv'd, go bravely.to the matter, and 
do ſomething of worth, Frank. | 

Lance. You ſhall hear from us, [Exe, Lance and Fran. 

Val. This Rogue, it he had been ſober, ſure bad beaten 
me, is the moſt tettiſh Knave, 

Enter Uncle, Merchant, and * with a Torch, 

Unc. Tis be. 

Mer. Good morrow. | 

Val. M hy, Sir, good morrow to you too, and you be 
fo luſty, 

Unc. You have made your Brother a fine Man, we met 
him. 

Val. I made him a fine Gentleman, he was a Fool before; 
brought up amongſt the midſt of Smal- Beer Re 
w hat would you have with me? 

Mer. I come to tell you, your lateſt hour is come, 

Val. Are you my Sentence? 

Mer. The Sentence of your State. 

Val. Let it be bang'd then, _e let it be bang'd ved 
enough, I may not ſee it. 

Uzc. A gracious Reſolution, 

Vl. What would you have elſe with me, will you go 
drink, and let the World ſlide, Uncle? Ha, bay, ha, Boys, 
drink Sack like Whey, yore. LOO 


"ter; 
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Mer. Have you no feeling, Sir? . 
Val. Come hither, Merchant: Make me a Supper, thou 


moſt reverend Land=catcher, a Supper of forty pounds, 
Mer. What then, Sir? 


Val. Then bring thy Wife along, and thy fair Siſters, 


thy Neighbours and their Wives, and all their Trinkets, let me 
have forty Trumpets, and ſuch Wine, we'll laugh at all the 


Miſeries of Mortgage, and then in ſtate I'll render thee an 


Anſwer, 
Mer, What ſay you to this? 
nc. I dare not ſay, nor think neither. | 
Mer. Will you redeem. your State? ſpeak to the point 
Sir 


Val Not, not if it were mine Heirs in the Turk, Gal- 


Mer. Then I muſt take an order? 

Val. Take a Thouſand, I will not keep it, nor thou 
ſhalt not have it, becauſe thou comeſt i'th' nick, thou 
ſhalt not have it, go take Poſſeſſion, and be ſure you 
hold it, hold faſt with both Hands, for there be thoſe 
Hounds uncovpled, will ring you ſuch a Knell, go down 
in Glory, and march upon my Land, and cry, All's mine; 
cry as the Devil did, and be the Devil, mark what an 
Echo follows, build fine March-panes, to entertain Sir 


Silk-worm and his Lady, and pull the Chapel down, 


and raiſe a Chamber for Miſtreſs Silyer-pin, to lay her 
Belly in, mark what an Earthquake comes, Then fool- 
ih Merchant, my Tenants are no Subjects, they obey 
nothing, and they are People too never Chriſten'd, they 
know no Law nor Conſcience, they'll devour thee ; and 
thou Mortal, the Stopple, they*!1 confound thee within 
three days; no Bit nor Memory of what thou wert, no 
not the Wart upon thy Noſe there, ſhall be &er heard of 
more; go take Poſſeſſion, and bring thy Children down, 
to roſt like Rabbets, they love young Toaſts and Butter, 
Bow-bell Suckers; as they love miſchief, and hate Law, 
they. are Cannibals; bring dowa thy Kindred too, that be 

1 not 
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not fruitful, there be thoſe Mandrakes that will mollifie 
em, go take Poſſeſſion, Ill go to my Chamber, afore 
Boy 80. Exit. 

Mer. He's mad fure. 

Unc. He's half drunk fore : And yet I like this unwil> 
lingneſs to loſe it, this looking back. 

Mer. Yes, if he did it handſome'y, but he's fo harſty 
and ſtrange. | 


Unc. Believe it *tis his Drink, Sir, and I am glad his 


Drink has thruſt it out. 

Mer. Cannibals? if ever I come to view his Regiment, 
if fair Terms may be had, 

Unc. He tells you true, Sir, they are a Bunch of the 
moſt boiſterous Raſcals diſorder ever made, let em be mad 
ence, the Pow'r of the whole Country cannot cool em; 
be patient but a while, 

Mer. As long as you will, Sir, before 1 buy a bargain 


of ſuch Runts, I'll buy a College for Bears, and live among | 


> 


em. 
Enter Franciſco, Lance, and Boy with a Torch. 
Fran. How doft thou? 
Lance. Better than I was, and ſtraighter, but my Head's 
« Hogſhead till, it rowls and tumbles, 
Fran. Thou wert cruelly paid. 


Lance, I may live to requite it, put a Snaffle of Sack 


m my Mouth and then ride me very well. 

Fran, Twas all but Sport, Fl tell thee what I mean 
now, I mean to ſee this Wench. ; 

Lance. Where a Devil is ſhe? and there were twos. 
twere better. | | 

Fran. Doſt thou hear the Bell ring? 

Lance. Yes, yes. FI 


Fran. Then ſhe comes to Pray'rs, early each Morning 


tbitber: Now if 1 cou'd but meet her, for I am another. 

mettle now. 8 4 
. Enter Iſabel, and Shorthoſe with a Torch. 
Lance. What light's yon? | 


Fran, 
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: Fran. Ha, tis a light, take her by the Hand and court 
" 

Lance, Take her below the Girdle, you'll never ſpeed elſe, 
it comes on this way (kill, oh that 1 had but ſuch an Op- 
my in a Saw-pit, how it comes on, comes on ! 'tis 
ere. 

Frau. Tis ſhe: Fortune, I kiſs thy Hand 
morrow, Lady. 

Jab. What voice is that, Sirra, do you ſleep as you 00? 
"tis he, I am glad on't. Why, Shorthoſe? 
Short, Yes, forſooth, I was dreamt, I was going to 
Church. | 

Lance. She ſees you as plain as I do. 

Tab. Hold the Torch up. 
Short. Here's nothing but a Stall, and a Butchers Dog 
aſleep in't, where did you fee the Voice? 

Fran. She looks ſtiil angry. 

Lance. To her, and meet, Sir. 

Jab. Here, here. 

Fran, Ves, Lady, never bleſs your ſelf, I am but a Man, 


Good 


and like an honeſt Man, now I will thank you----- 


- Tſab. What do you mean, who ſent for you, who de- 
fir'd you ? 

Short. Shall I put out the Torch, Forſooth? 

Jab. Can I not go about my private Meditations, Ha, 
but ſuch Companions as you muſt ruffle me? you had beſt 
go with me, Sin? | 

Fran. 'T was my purpoſe. 

Jab. Why, what an Impudence is this! you bad beſt, 
being fo near the Church, provide A Prieſt, and per ſwade 


me to Marry you. 


Fran. It was my meaning, and boch a Husband, ſo lov- 
ing, and fo careful, my Youth, and all my Fortunes ſhall 
arrive at-=------ Hark you? 

Jab, 'Tis ſtrange you ſhou'd be thus unmannerly, turn 
home again, Sirra, you had beſt now force my Man to 


: 
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Lance. Yes, marry ſhall he, Lady, forward my Friend.” 
I/ab. This is a pretty Riot, it may grow to a Rape. 
Fran, Do you like that better? I can raviſh you an hun- 

dred times, and never hurt you. 
Short. I ſee nothing, I am aſleep gill, when you- have 
done tell me, and then I'll wake, Miſtreſs. 

I/ab. Are you in earneſt, Sir, do you long to be hang d? 

Fran. Ves, by my troth, Lady, in theſe fair Treſſes. 

I/ab, Shall I call out for help? 

Fran, No by no means, that were a weak trick, Lady, 
Vil kiſs, and ſtop your Mouth. 

Jab. You'll anſwer all theſe ? 

Fran, A thouſand Kiſſes more. | 

Jab. I was never abus'd thus, you had beſt give out too, 
that you found me willing, and ſay I doted on you? * 

Fran, That's known already, and no Man living ſhall : 
now carry you from me. . 

I/ab. This is fine i'faith. 

Fran, It ſhall be ten times finer. | 

Hab. Well, ſeeing you are fo valiant, keep your way, I 
wall to Church, 

Fran. And | will wait upon you. 

Jab. And it is moſt likely there's a Prieft, if you Fae 
venture as you profeſs, I wou'd wiſh you look about you, 
to do theſe rude Tricks, tor you know the Recompeneths 
and truſt not to my Mercy. | 

Fran. But I will, Lady, 

1/ab, For l' ſo handle you. — 

Fran. That's it I look for. 

Lance. Afore, thou Dream. 

Short, Have you done ? 

1/ab, Go on, Sir, and follow it you 4 

Fran, If I do not, hang me. | 

Lance. Tis all thine own, Boy, an 'twere a Million, God 
a Mey Sack, when wou'd ſmall Beer have this? 


4 
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Knocking within. Enter Valentine. have 
Val. Who's that that knocks and bounces, what a Devi jet fe 
ails you, is Hell broke looſe, or do you keep an Iron Mill? ¶ for 
| Enter a Servant. 
Serv. Tis a Gentle woman, Sir, that muſt needs ſpeak 
with you. 


Fal. 4 Gentlewoman? what INES. what have 
I to do with Gentlewomen ? 


Serv. She will not be anſwer'd, Sir. 

Pal. Fung up the Bed and let her in, I'll try how gentle 
ſhe is [ Exit Servant, 
his Sack has fil'd my Head fo full of Bables, I am almoſt 
mad; what Gentlewoman ſhou'd this be? 1 hope ſhe has 
brought me no better Print along with her to lay to my 
Charge, if ſhe have tis all one, I'll forſwear it. 

Enter Widow and Servant. 
* O you're a noble Gallant, fend off your Servant 
Exit Servant, 
2 She will not ravifh me ? by this light ſhe looks as 
ſharp ſet as a Sparrow-hawk; what wou'dft thou, Woman? 


id. O you have us'd me kindly, and like a Gentleman, Pai 
this is to truſt to you, yo 


Val. Truſt to me, for what? 
id. Becauſe I faid in Jeſt once, you were a handſome 
Man, one I could like well, and fooling, made you be» in 
lieve I lov'd you, and might he brought to marry, 

Val. The Widow is drunk too. 

Md. You out of this, which is a fine Diſcretion, gire 
out the matter's done, you have won and wed me, and 
that you have put, fairly put for an Heir too, theſe are 
fine Rumours to advance my Credit: I'th* name of miſ- 
chief what did you mean? 

Val. Nhat you low d me, and that you might be brought 

nay me? why, what a Devil do you mean, Widow? 
WET was 2 fine trick too, to tell the World though 

* enjoy d your firſt Wiſh you wiſk'd, the Wealth 
imd at, that I was poor, which i is moſt true, I am, 
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have fold my Lands, becauſe I love not thoſe Vexations, 
yet for mine Honour's ſake, if you muſt be prating, and 
for my Credit's ſake in the Town. 

Val. I tel} thee, Widow, like thee ten times better, 
now thou haſt no Lands, for now thy bopes and cares lie 
en thy Hasband, if e'er thou marry'ſt more. 

id. Have not you married me, and for this main cauſe, 
now as you report it, to be your Nurſe? 

Val. My Nurſe? why, what am I grown to, give me 
the Glaſs; my Nurſe? 

id. You ne'er ſaid truer, I muſt confeſs I did a little 
favour you, and with ſome labour might have been per- 
ſwaded, but when I found I muſt be hourly troubled, 
with making Broths, and dawbing your Decays with 


Swadling, and with ſtitching up your Ruins, for _ World 
ſo reports. 


Val. Do not provoke me. 
nid. And half an Eye may ſee. | 
Val. Do not provoke me, the World's a lying World, 
and thou ſhalt find it, have a good Heart, and take a ſtrong 
Faith to thee, and mark what follows, my Nurſe, yes, 
you ſhall rock me: Widow, I'll keep you waking. 
Wid. You are diſpos'd, Sir. 
Val. Yes marry am I, Widow, and you ſhall feel it, =__ 
and they touch my frechold, I am a Tiger. | 
id. I think ſo. 
Val. Come. 
Wid. Whither ? 3 | 
Val. Any whither. [Simgs, 
The Fits aon me now, the Fit's upon me now, 
Come quickly, gentle Lady, the Fits upon me nom, 
The World ſhall know they're Fools, 
And fo ſhalt thou do too, 


Ter the Cobler mec Ale with his Tools, 1 
The Fits upon me now. 1 
Take OO EE OD am in this yeis, ay ay with 
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me, for if I have but two hours to conſider, all the Wi- 
dows in the World cannot recover me. 

id. If you will go with me, Sir. 

' Fal. Yes, marry will I, but tis in anger yet, and I will 
marry thee, do not croſs me, yes, and I will lie with 
thee, and get a whole bundle of Babies, and I will kiſs 
thee; ſtand ſtill and kiſs me handſomely, but do not pro- 
voke me, ſtir neither Hand nor Foot, for I am dangerous, 
I drunk Sack Yeſternight, do not allure me: Thou art no 
Widow of this World, come in Pity, and in ſpite I'll mar- 
ry thee, not a word more, and | may be trought to Jove 
thee. [ Exeunt, 
' Enter Merchant, and Uncle, at ſeveral Doors. 

Mer. Well met again, and what good news yet? 

Unc. Faith nothing, . 

Mer. No Fruits of what we ſow d? 

Unc. Nothing I hear of. 

Mer. No turning in this tide yet?” 

Unc. Tis all flood, and *cill that fall away, there” $ NO CX« 
petting. 

Enter Franciſco, Iſabella, Lance, Shorthoſe, a Torch. 

Mer, Is not this his younger Brother? 

Unc. With a Gentlewoman the Widow's Siſter, as [ live 
he ſmiles, he has got good hold; why well faid Frazk 
i faith, let's ſtay and mark. * 

Jab. Well, you are the prettieſt Youth, and fo you have 
handled me, think you ha'me ſure, 

Fran, As ſure as Wedlock. 

Jab. You had beſt lie with me too. 
Fran. Yes, indeed will l, and get ſuch black-ey'd Boys, 
uc. God 2 Mercy, Frank. 

Iſab. This is a merry World, poor ſimple Gentlewomen 
that think no harm, cannot wilk about their Buſineſs, but 

muſt be catcht up I know, not how, 

an, T'll tell you, and Pit inſtruct ye too, have I caught 
you Miſtreſs? -. 
"Tab. Well, and it were not for pure Pity, I wou'd give 


you the {lip yet, but being as it is. Fran. 
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Fran. It ſnall be better. 

Enter Valentine, Widow, and Ralph, within Tirch: 

Jab. My Siſter, as I live, your Brother with her! * 

Ithink you are the King's Takers. ‚ 

Unc, Now it works. 

Val. Nay, you ſhall know I am a Man. 

Mid. I think fo. 

Val. And ſuch proof you ſhall have. 

Wid. I pray, ſpeak ſoftly. 

Val. I'll ſpeak it out, Widow, yes, and you ſhall con- 
feſs too, I am no Nurſe-chiid, I went for a Man, a good 
one, if you can beat me out o'th* pit. 

Wid. 1 did but Jeſt with you. 

Val. Vil handle you in earneſt, and ſo handle N Nay, 
when my Credit calls. 

Mid. Are you mad? 

Val. I am mad, 1 am mad. 

Fran, Good morrow, Sir, I like your Preparation, 

Val. Thou haſt been at it, Frank. 

Fran. Yes, faith, tis done, Sir. 

Val. Along with me then, never. bang an Arſe, Widow, 

Jab. *Tis to no purpoſe, Siſter. - 

Val. Well ſaid, Black. owe, adyance your Torches, Gone: 
tlemen. 

Unc. Yes, yes, Sir. 1 

Val. And keep your Ranks. 2 

Mer. Lance, carry this before him. 
uc. Carry it in State. oF 5 

Euter Muſicians, Fountain, arte, Bellamore. 
Val. What are you, Muſicians? I know you coming, 
and what are thoſe behind you? 

Muſs. Gentlemen that ar us to give the Lady a good 
Morrow, | 

Val. Ol know them, come Boy fing the Song I taught you, 
And (ing it luſtily ; come forward Gentlemen, you're wels 

come, 


Welcome, now we are all Friends, go get the Pri :ſt nol, 
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And let him not be long, we have much buſineſs: : 
Come Frank, rejoice with me, thou haſt got the ſtart Boy, 
But I'll fo tumble after; come my Friends, lead, 
Lead cheerfully, and let your Fiddles ring Boys, 
My Follies and my Fancies have an end here, 
Diſplay the Mortgage Lance, Merchant Pll pay you, 
And every thing ſhall be in joynt again. 
Duc. A fore, afore. 
Val. And now confeſs and know, 
it without Mony, ſometimes gives the Blow, | 
| ¶ Ereunt omnei 
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